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INTROIiUCTION TO BAJAZET. 

tiine«to which i!his tragedy relates is much later 
A than that of any other of Kacino’s historical plays. 
The cai)ture of Babylon (or rather Bagdad) from the 
Pereians by Sultan Amurath IV., on which the catastrophe 
of the pWt depends, occurred only a year before the poet’s 
birth, fiz., 1638 ; and our author thought it desirable to 
justify hfmself for choosiiig a subject so recent by the 
precedent of iEschylus, whose “ Persae ” commemorated 
the abortive exjjedition of Xerxes against Greece, in which 
gtruggle he had himself taken an active part. The un- 
familiar Aannera and customs of the distant East may 
compensate in some measure, he maintains, for proximity 
in point of time. Racine derived his information about 
the circumstances of Bajazet’s death from the narrative 
of the Comte de Cczj^ who was French ambassador at 
Constantinople at the time, and had some personal know- 
leiflgebof the unfortunate prince. 


n. 



CHARACTERS. 

Bajazet, Brother of Sulian Amurath* 

Boxana, Sidtanat the favourite of Sulian Amuraths^ 
Atalide, a Turkish Damsel of Boyal Blood, 
Acmmet, the Grand Visier* 

Osman, Friend of the Grand Virier* 

Fatima, a Slave of the Sultatui, 

Zara, a Slave of Atalide. < 

Guards. 


Tbe scene is laid at Constantinople, formerly called Byzantium, 
in the seraglio of the Julian. 



BAJAZET. 

ACT 1. 

Scene 1. 

Achmet, Osman. 

ACHMET. 

Comei follow me. Here the Sultana comes 
* Anon : meanwhile we may converse together. 

OSMAN. 

How long, my lord, has entrance been allow’d 
To these forbidden pnecinctB, where so lately 
The eyes that dared to pry would soon have closed 
In death ? 


ACHMET. 

When you have heard all that has pass’d. 
You will not be sui*x>rised that I am free 
To enter. But enough of that, dear Osman. 

How long to my impatience seem’d the time 
Of your return ! How glad am I to see you 
Here in Stamboul I What secrets have you loarn'd 
By travelling so far on my behalf ? 

Tell me sincerely what your eyes have seen ; 

Consider, Osman, that on your report 

future fortune of the Crescent hangs, 
ow. fares it with the army and the Sultan ? 
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OSMAN. 

True to her prince* did Babylon, unmoved 
By terror, see our hosts her walls encompass ; 

Tlie muster'd Persians to her aid were marching, , 
And daily nearer drew to Amurath’s camp. 

He, weary with the tedious, fruitless siegfe. 

Seem'd willing to leave Babylon at rest, 

And, without making fresh assaults in vain, 

Was waiting for the Persians, to give battle. 

But, as you know, Sir, make what hasteiT might, 
Long is the journey hither from those parts ; 

A thousand obstacles my course impeded, r 
Nor can I tell all that has happened since. 

ACHMET. 

Our valiant janizaries — how did they 
Comport themselves ? Do they to Amurath yield ** 
Faithful allegiance ? Can you read men's heartsV 
Enjoys the Sultan undisputed pow'r? 

OSMAN. 

If one may take his word, he is content, 

And seem’d full confident of victory. 

But his apparent calmness cannot cheat us. 

He knows not the repose that he assumes. 

In vain he masks habitual distrust, « 

And grants his janizaries easy access ; 

He cannot but reinenibor how he wish'd 
To pare that gallant force of half its strength. 

And, as he said, to 'scape their tutelage. 

Oft have I heard them talk among themselves 
How Amurath fears them, and how they fear him ^ 
That sore still galls them, flatter as he may. 

They murmur at your absence, and regret 
The time so dear to their courageous hearts, 

When under you, sure of success, they fought, 

ACHMET. 

What ! Think you, Osman, that my glory still 
In their remembrance lives and stirs their valour? 
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SCENE l.J 

That they would gladly follow me again, 

And hail the voice of their vizier with welcome ? 

OSMAN. 

The fortune of iBe fight will rule their conduct : 

They must see Amnratli’s victory or defeat. 

Though loath, ray lord, to march with him to lead them,- 
They have to keep uiistain’d their martial glory : 

They’ll not betray* honour so hardly won. 

But failure or success depends on fate. 

If, seconding their valour, Amurath’s star 
Awards him victory on Babylon’s plains, 

Then will you see them to Byzantium bring 
Siihinissive homage and a blind obedience ; 

But if the heavy hand of destiny 
Crush* in the conflict his aspiring schemes 
Of empite, doubt not his disgraceful flight 
Would spur their hatred on to bold contempt, 

And his disasters would to them appear 
High Heav’n’s decree of wrath and reprobation. 
Meanwhile, if Humour’s voice has spoken truly, 

Three months ago he from the army sent 
Hither a skve charged with some secret message. 

All in the camp trembled for Bajazet, 

Fearing the Sultan h£^ with cruel order 
Despatch’d him to demand his brother’s head. 

ACHMET. 

Such was his purpose. Ay, that slave has come, 

And shown his mandate — which was disregarded. 

OSMAN. 

What ! shall the Sultan see that slave again 
Without this pledge of your allegiance rendered ? 

ACHMET. 

Tke slave is dead. A secret order cast him 
Full many a fathom deep beneath the Euxine. 
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(act. I.’ 


OSMAN. 

His lengthened absence will surprise the Sultan ; 
Soon will he seek the cause, and take revenge. 
What will you answer him ? 

ACHMET 

Perchance ere then 
He'll have more pressing matters to engage him. 

I know that Amurath has sworn my ruid, 

I know what welcome his return will bring me. 

To tear me from his soldiers’ hearts, behold 
How he excludes me from his fights and sieges ; 
Himself commands the army and leaves me 
Here in Stamboul t’ exert a pow’r that’s useless. 
What base employment, Osman, for a vizier 1 
But I have used my time to worthier purpose, 

And terrible surprises have prepared him ; 

Soon will the news thereof make his ears tingle. 

OSMAN. 

What hav'd you done ? 

ACHMET. 

I hope that Bajazet 

To-day will mount the throne, — with^him Eoxana. 

OSMAN. 

Roxana, my good lord ! whom Amurath chose 
As fairest of that fair array which fill’d 
His court, from Europe and from Asia gather’d 
In countless numbers, who alone has fix’d 
The Sultan’s heart, they say, whom he has named 
Sultana, though no son she yet has borne him. 

ACHMET. 

Ay, more, dear Osman. He has will’d that she 
Should in his absence wield supreme command. 
You know the rigour that our Sultans practise ; 
Brothers are seldom suffer’d to enjoy 
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SCENE 1 .]* 

The dangerous honour of their royal rank 
Belated to their own by ties too near. 

The brainless Ibrahim, from peril free, 

I^eeds u»t to curse his birth, perpetual childhood 
Secures bis safetj, he, in life or death 
Alike contemn’d, is left to those who deign 
To feed him. With the other ’tis not so, 

■Of Amurath’s jealous feaf a worthier object. 

Which every moment threatens his destruction : 

J’br Bajazct has eter scorned to live 
In slothful ease, like other sultans* sons. 

War was hiz favourite pastime from his boyhood. 

And practice under me has made him perfect. 

Have you not seen him charge where foes were thickest 
'With courage that bewitch’d each soldier’s heart. 

And stain’d with carnage, reap the rare delight 
Which valour’s earliest triumph brings to youth ? 

But cruel Amurath, ’spite of jealous fears, 

Dared not (before he had a son to make 
Succession sure) wreak upon Bajazet 
His vengeance, cutting short the royal stock. 

So for a time was Amurath’s rage disarm’d, 

And Bajazet left prisoner in the palace. 

He wen If, and will’d that, faithful to his hatred. 
Holding his brother’s life at her disposal, 

Boxana, at the slightest breath of rumour. 

The least suspicion giv’n, no reason else, 

*^h8uld slay him. I, left here, justly incensed. 

Soon turn’d my wishes to the brother’s side. 

Hiding my purpose, to the young Sultana 
I show’d how Amurath’s return was doubtful. 

The murmurs of the camp, war’s fickle fortunes. 
Praised Bajazet, and made her pity him, 

Dwelt on his charms, so jealously conceal’d, 

Sb near her eyes yet never seen hy her. 

In short, so well I work’d upon !l^xana 
That she was all impatient to behold him. 

OSMAN. 

But could they frustrate keen-eyed vigilance, 

And overstep the barriers placed between them ? 



8, 


Racine’s works. 


[act I. 


ACHMET. 

Yor may perhaps remember how the tidings, 

False as they proved, of Amnrath’s death were spread. 

In feign’dgalarm Roxana heard the rumour, ^ 

And with loud cries grief strove to confirm it 
Trusting the witness of those tears, her slaves 
Trembled, and those who guarded Bajazet, 

In their perplexity by bribes corrupted. 

Relax’d their watchful care ; when the Sultana 
Found means to see the prince, and in his ear 
Whisper’d the secret order she was charged with. 

No churl is Bajazet, and, when he saw * 

That safety lay in pleasing her, full soon 
He pleased her well. To aid him all conspired. 

Her kindly care, their mutual understanding 
Based on-the secret shared, sighs all the sweeter 
For being stolen, silence that provoked 
Wishes they dared not utter, fears and danger 
Common to both, united them together ; 

Whilst those whose eyes should have observed them closely, 
Failed to resume the duty once neglected. 

OSMAN. 

Whait ! did Roxana from the first make -known* 

Her heart to them, and to their eyes reveal 
Her flame ? • 

ACHMET. 

They know it not, and till to-day 
On their intrigue has Atalide bestow’d 
The shelter of her name, — the niece, you know, 

Of Amurath’s sire, who with his children shared 
His fondness, and with them her childhood pass’d. 

She, as it seem’d, his tender vows received, 

But only to convey them to Roxana, 

The willing instrument to aid their passion. 

And to secure my countenance, dear Osman, 

Both have agreed that Atalide shall be 
My bride. 

OSMAN. 

You love her, then ! 
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BAJAZET. 


ACHMET. 

Would'st have me leahi 
N©w at my age the worthless lore of love ? 

And shalf a heart that years of toil have harden’d 
Blindly submit toi follow vain delights? 

Nay, she attracts my gaze with other charms, 

^ love in her the blood of royal sires. 

• Through this alliance to the throne brought near 
By Bajazet, I thu^ secure a shield 
To guard myself against him. Some offenetj 
la sure to ri|e, for scarc9ly has vizier 
I Been chosen ere the Sultan fears his creature, 

And greed or envy soon effects his ruin. 

To-day he honours me and courts my favour, 

The risks he runs incline his heart toward me. 

But stablish’d on the throne, this Bajazet 
Perchan«>e will throw aside a useless friend : 

And, if my faithful service be forgotten. 

The day may come when he will dare to doom 1110 
To death — . I say no more, but *tis my purpose 
*To keep him waiting for my head full long. 

I know the duty that I owe my masters. 

But 'tis for^slaves to humour their caprices, 

Nor am I so besotted as to lick 
The liand that strikes me. 

* Thus it comes to pass 
That I within these walls have free admittance. 

And with mine eyes may look upon Koxana. 

At first she listen’d to my voice, herself 

Unseen, and fear’d to break the rigid laws 

That guard the harem. But those irksome scruples. 

Our converse hampering, ere long were banish’d. 

She has herself cliosen this nook remote 
Where eyes may hearts discover unrestrained.*' 

A slave conducts me by a secret passage — 

But here she comes, with her loved Atalide. 

Stay, and be ready, should there need arise, 

To ratify the statement I shall make her. 
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[act I. 


Scene 2. 

Bokana, AtalidEi Achmet, Osman, Fatima*Zaba. 

AGHMET. 

Truth, Lady, has confirm’d the voice of Rumour ; 
Osman has seen the Sultan and the army. 

Proud Amurath is ever ill at ease, • 

And all hearts ever turn to Bajazet ; 

With one consent they call him to the throne* 

The Persian hosts, meanwhile, to Babylon 
Were marching, and the rival camp will soon 
Meet ’neath her walls to try the chance of battle. 
Which must decide, they say, our destinies ; 

And, counting up the days of Osman’s journey, 

Heav’n has already settled the event, 

And Amurath triumphs now, or flies defeated. 

Let us break silence, and declare ourselves. 

From this day forth shutting our gates against him, 
Nor wait to learn the issue of the conflict, • 

But hasten to anticipate the tidings. 

If he has lost, what fear you ? Has he won ? • 

Then are the promptest measures the most safe. 

Delay too long, and failure must attend 
Our efforts to seduce a people ready 
To welcome home their sovereign. I have gain’d 
Th’ expounders of our sacred law, intriguing 
In secret. Well I know religion’s pow’r 
To turn the multitude this way or that. 

Let Bajazet go forth beyond the walls, 

And cease to be a prisoner in this palace. 

This fateful standard in his name display, 

Our wonted signal when the State’s in danger. 

The people, in his favour prepossess’d, 

Know that his virtue is his only crime. 

Besides a vague report that I have foster’d 

Has spread alarm, and made them think the Sultan 

Disdains them and is minded to remove 

His presence and his throne far from Byzantium. 
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Let us declare Tvhat danger overhangs 

His brother’s head, and show the cruel order 

Address’d to you ; let Bajazet assert 

His claim,^and mount the throne, with courage worthy 

Of royalty. 

BOXANA. 

Enough, r win maintain 

All I have promised. Go, brave Achinot, gather 
OiA* friends, their ftelings sound, then bring report 
Of all, and you shall find my answer ready. 

I will see Ba^zet. Nought can I say 
Till of his heart assured as one with mine. 

Go, and return. 


Scene 3. 

Boxana, Atalide, Fatima, Zara. 

ROXANA, 

At length, fair Atalide, 
Must Bajazet decide my destiny. 

Now for the last time will I question him, 
And learn if I am loved- 


ATALIDE. 

Can you yet doubt it ? 
Hasten, dear lady, to complete your work. 

Did you not hear what Achmet said to urge you ? 
Is Bajazet beloved ? Think that to-morrow 
His liberty and life may bo no longer 
In your control. Perchance this very moment 
The Sultan comes in fury to destroy him. 

Why is it that you doubt his heart to-day ? 

boxana, 

WSJ you be surety, e*en as you have been 
His advocate ? 
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ATAIilDE. 

The care he takes to please you, 

All you have done, all you can do for him, , 

His danger, and his homage to youi* charms. 

Do not all these assure you of his love ?* 

Doubt not your kindness lives in his remembrance. 

ROXANA. 

Ah ! it would give me p^co, could I belieye it ! 

But why then speaks he not, my fears to banish, 

As I am told by others that lie feels ? 

Belying on your words, full twenty times 
Have I enjoy’d a foretaste of his heart’s 
Emotion, and, in my desire to prove 
His passion true, conf err’d with him in secret. 

My eagerness may make me hard to please, 

But, to cut short a long and tedious story, 

I found but little of that amorous ardour 
Which flattering lips had led me to expect. 

In short, if I to him give life and empire, 

1 must have pledges that I cannot doubt. 

ATALIDE. 

How do you then propose to test hjs passion ? 

ROXANA. 

That if he loves, he should ere nightfall wed me. 

ATALIDE. 

Wed you ! Good Heav’ns I You surely cannot mean it. 

ROXANA. 

I know *tis not the custom of our sultans,' 

Who in their pride stoop not to such constraints, 

Nor hold the laws of marriage made for them. 

'Mid all the fair who vie for their caresses, 

They sometimes deign to choose a favour'd mistress : 

But, still a slave, with no security • 
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But beauty’s charms, she shares her master’s couch, 
And, without shaking off the servile yoke, 

Must bear a son ero she be named sultana. 

Lik% none Ijefore him, Amurath has will’d 
This honour to bestow for love alone. 

Mine is the title, mine the pow’r as well, 

And in my hands his brother’s life he left. 

But in his ardour Amurath ne’er promised 
Prospect of marriage, other gifts to crown : 

And I, whose sole ai^^bition was for this. 

Have all his other benefits forgotten. 

Yet what avai^a it to excuse my conduct ? 

’i'is Bajazet that from my memory wipes 
The past ; more happy, ’spite of his misfortunes, 
Than Amurath, for he has team’d to please me, 
Perhaps without the wish ; guards, women, vizier, 
All have* been bribed for him, and in my heart 
He reigns supreme. Thanks to my love, right well 
I use the pow’r his brother gave me o’er him. 

His feet have all but reach’d the Sultan’s throne, 
There needs but one step more, for that I wait. 

Vii spite of «ill niy love, if he to-day 
liefuses to be bound to me by marriage, 

*Aiid dares to jjlead an odious privilege ; 

If he for me, who have done all for him, 

Will not do all I ask, tliat very moment, 

Regardless of my love aid of my ruin, 

I g^vo him up, and let the wretch return 
To thrft unhappy plight in which I found him. 

This is the issue Bajazet must settle. 

His weal or woe depends upon his answer. 

I do not wish that you to-day should lend 
Your voice to serve as my interpreter ; 

Nay, his own mouth and countenance before me 
Shall all his heart reveal, and leave no shade 
Of doubt ; brought hither secretly, must he 
All unprepared before mino eyes appear. 

FareweUl. This meeting o’er, you shall know all. 
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Scene 4. 

Atalide, Zara. 

ATALIDE. 

Zara, ’tis done, and Atalide is lost. 

ZARA. 

You? 

ATALIDE. 

I foresee already what must come. 

The only hope I have lies in despair. 

ZARA. 

But why so, Madam ? 

ATALIDE. 

Have you not just heard 
The fatal purpose in Roxana’s mind? 

To what conditions she will bind him down ? 

The prince, she says, shall marry her or die. 

If he submit, what will become of me ? 

What will become of him, if he refuse ? 

ZARA. • 

I understand your grief. But, to be frank, 

Your love should long ago have augur’d this. 

ATALIDE. 

Ah, Zara, is love over dow’r’d with prudence ? 

All seem’d to fit so well with my desires ; 

Roxana, blindly on my word relying. 

Believed the heart of Bajazet her own, 

All that concern’d him to my care confided, 

Spoke by my mouth, and saw him with mine eyes ; 

And close at hand I deem’d the happy moment 
Which, thanks to her, should crown my lover’s triumph. 
Heav’n has pronounced against my cherish’d scheme. . 
What more, my Zara, should I then have done ? ^ 
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Ought I to have opposed Roxana’s error. 

And lost my lover, to enlighten her ? 

Ere in her heart that passion had been planted, 

1 h>ved him, well assured of being beloved. 

E’en from, our earliest years you will remember 
How ties more tender reinforced the bond 
Of kindred blood. Rear’d at his mother’s lap 
With him, I learn’d to favour Bajazet 
Above his brother ; she with joy approved 
Omr fondness, aiid^ .though parted when she died, 
In absence still we held eacla other dear, 

And nursed jin silence a perennial passion. 

©Since then Roxana’s eyes have seen the prince, 

And, unsuspicious of my feelings, told 
To me what love the sight of him inspired : 

With eager joy she stretch’d her hand to help him. 
As grateful as surprised, did Bajazet 
Return her kindness. How could he do less ? 

But love too readily believes its wishes ! 

Roxana, with his courtesy contented. 

Led us both on to feed ill-founded hopes, 

*^And leavo her to enjoy her sweet delusion. 

I must, however, own my weakness, Zara ; 

A jealous feeling would not be suppress’d, 

Roxana, loading him with benefits. 

Opposed an empire to my feeble charms ; 

Her constant care forbade him to forget her, 

Slie held before his eyes a dazzling prospect ; 
Whife I, what can I do for him ? My heart 
Utter’d itself in sighs, and sighs repeated ; 

Heav’n only knows how many tears I shed. 

But Bajazet at last dispell’d my fears ; 

I wept no more, and, till to-day, have urged him 
To act a part, and made myself his mouthpiece. 
Alas ! ’tis over now ; Roxana, scorn’d, 

Will soon be disabused of her mistake, 

•For Bajazet can hide the truth no longer ; 

I know his virtue quick to take alarm 
At falsehood, and I eter gave his words 
A ^nse too tender, trembling thus to use 
, exposure means destruction. 
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Would that my rivars voice through mine might speak 
As erst ! Or that at least I might have warn’d him 
What to expect 1 But Zar^, I can wait 
His coming, and by word Sr Ipok prepa^r^^him. 

Rather than perish let him ^arry her ; 

For die he must, if so Roxana Wills. 

Ay,* he will rush on ruin ! 

Stay, poor fool ; 

Tour lover may be trusted, never fear 
That he will court destrucition for your ipiko. 

It well may be that Bajazet’s desire 

To save his life may e’en outrun your wishes. , 

ZARA. 

^Vhy let imaginary ills o’orwlielm you. 

And ever meet affliction ere it comes ? 

You cannot doubt it, Bajazet adores you : 

Claim your emotion, or at least conceal it. 

Let not your tears betray the love between you. 

The hand that saved him will preserve him still, 

If but, encouraged in her self-delusion, 

Roxana never know she has a rival. 

Come, and elsewhere reco>^er self-possession, 

Then learn the prosperous issue of their meetihg.. 

ATALIDE. 

Well, Zara, let us go. 

And thou, just Heav’n<^ 

If punishment await misguided lovers, " 

And this deception merit condemnation. 

On me, than he more guilty, vent ihy wrath. 
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ACT 11. 

Scene 1 

Bajazet, Roxana. 

ROXANA. 

At length, dear Prince, the fateful hour is come 
That Heav*n has kept in store to grant you freedom. 
No longer am I bound ; this very day 
Can I accomplish what my love has planned. 

It is not mine t* assure an easy triumph, 

Nor plahe a tranquil sceptre in your hands ; 

But all I can I do, as I nave promised : 

I arm your valour ’gainst your enemies, 

And from your head remove a threatening danger ; 
your own firm courage will achieve the rest. 

Osman hat seen the army, and their hearts 
r Are yours, and those who represent our law 
Conspire wit4i us, Achmet will answer for 
Stamboul; and, as you know, I hold submissive 
The officers, the eunueb^ and the crowd 
Of slaves, who guard the precincts of the palace ; 
IRngJiave ^ey bought my favour by their silence. 
Their very lives ^re placed at my disposal. 

Start now upon that grand career of glory 
Which I have open'd to your high ambition. 

The course that you will run involves no crime ; 
Thus only may you 'scape th’ assassin’s hand. 

You will but follow an example set 

By other sultans who have reign’d before yc»u. 

But for' a fair beginning let us hasten 
To seal at once your happiness and mine 
Show to the world that in assisting you 
To wield the sceptre I have served my husband: 
Leistnarriage with a sacred bond unite us. 

And justify the faith so freely giv’n. 

n. c 
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BAJAZET. 

Ah, Madam, what is this that you propose ? 

ROXANA. 

What secret hindrance mars our happiness ? 

BAJAZET. 

You needs must know the pride of royal state — 

Spare me the pain of being more explicit. 

ROXANA. 

I know that ever since one of your sultans. 

Proving the fury of a barbarous foe, 

Beheld his wife bound to the victor’s car, 

And by all Asia dragg’d along in triumph, 

Pew who succeeded him have deign’d to take 
The name of husband, jealous for their honour. 

But love to such vain laws disowns obedience ; 

And, not to quote more humble instances. 

Groat Solyman (than whom none of your sires, * 

Whose conquering arms struck all the earth with dread. 
Raised to so high a pitch the Turkish pow’r),. 

Casting on Roxelana eyes of love, 

Forgot the pride that was his ruling passion. 

And made her share alike his coucn and throne, 

Though to that rank she had no other claim 
Than much adroitness and some little beauty. 

BAJAZET. 

’Tis true. But then compare his matchless might 
With weakness like my own. Great Solyman 
Held undisputed sway o’er land and sea. 

Egypt reduced to yield complete submission ; 

Rhodes, that strong rock of Ottoman dominion, 

Where all her brave defenders found their grave ; 

The Danube’s savage banks forced to obey him ; 

The bounds of Persian empire far withdrawn ; 

The buniing sands of Africa subdued ; 

These hush’d all opposition to his will. 
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But what am I ? Dependent on the people 
And on the troops, indebted to misfortune 
For all my fame. While doubtful yet of empire, 
l^roscribfed and threaten’d, shall I those offend 
To whom I sue ? Will they believe our dangers 
And troubles true, seeing us steep’d in pleasures ? 
Speak not to me of Solyman, but think 
Bather of hapless Othman’s recent murder. 

The janizary chiefs, in their revolt 
Seeking fair pretext for their bloody schemes, 
Deem’d themselves authorised to take his life 
For marryftig as you would have me do. 

Tlie time may come when, in their hearts establish’d, 
I may with safety dare to act more boldly. 

We must not be too hasty ; deign to place me 
Firm^ uj)on the throne, then will I show 
My gratjitude. 

ROXANA. 

I see my own imprudence. 

And recognise your admirable foresight. 

Not thei*least d auger can escape your notice 
To which my too impatient love might lead ; 

You fear t^ face dishonour thence resulting. 

And since you tell mo so I must believe it. 

But have you thought, if marriage bind us not 
Togetlicr, what worse perils you incur ? 

•How, without me, your way is hedged around you, 
AnS. it behoves you most to win my favour ? 

That it is I who hold the palace gates, 

Who can for you unlock them, or for ever 
Shut them against you ? That your life is mine ; 
That on my love your very breath depends ; 

And, had you lack’d this love which you reject, 

That you would, in a word, be now no more r' 

BAJAZET. 

Yes, I owe all to you. And I Lad reason 
To think the only glory that you sought 
Was to behold the triumph of my cause, 

And’hear me pay you my acknowledgment. 
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I feel the obligation and confess it, 

Respectful homage ever shall oonhrm it. 

The life that you have giv'n is at your service. 

But would you still — ^ 

ROXANA, 

Nay, I wish nothing more. 
With forced excuses trouble me no longer; 

I see how far your thoughts from mine are parted ; 
Ungrateful as you are, I will not urge 
Compliance farther. To that abject state 
Return, from which I saved you. Wliat assurance 
Is wanting yet of his indifference ? 

My ardour meets from him no warm response. 
What place has love in all his calculations ? 

Ah, I can see your schemes. Do what I may, 

You think I’ve risk’d too much to throw you over ; 
That I am bound to you by bands too strong ' 
For me to part my interests from yours. 

But sure am I your brother still is kind, 

You know he loves mo, and, despite his wrath, 

I can appease him with a traitor’s blood : * 

To justify myself your death suffices, 

And 1 will see to it this very moment. * 

Yet hear me, Bajazet, I feel I love you : 

You must not let me go. Why court destruction ? 
Still doth the way lie open to repentance. 

Drive not a frenzied lover to despair. 

If but one word escape me, you are lost. 

BAJAZET. 

’Tis iu your hands, and you can take it from me ; 

It may be that my death, serving your wishes. 

And winning Amurath's pardon, may restore you 
The place that in his heart you held before. 

ROXANA, 

His heart, say you ? E’en were it Amurath’s wish, 
And hope w^ere lost of reigning in your own, 

A sweet delusdon long and fondly cherish’d, 
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Think you that I could eutertain such thoughts, 
Or live henceforth unless I live for you V 
Lo, in your cruel hands myself have placed 
-Aft*ms toidestroy so weak a wretch as I ; 

Enjoy your triumph. All the j^roud disdain 
That I assumed just now, T own it false ; 

, My only happiness on you depends, 

.Your death will be the signal for my own. 

Sad fruit of all my care to save your life ! 

^ last I hear ym# sigh, and see you troubled : 
Come, hide it not. 

• BAJAZET. 

All, would that I could speak 

EOXANA. 

Whatsis it that I hear ? What say you, Sir ? 

Ha ! you have secrets then I may not learn ! 

Your feelings are too sacred to be sho'vvn 
To such as 1 ! 

BAJAZET. 

Madam, *tis yours once more 
To make your choice ; open for me to empire 
A lawful road, or slay me — I am ready. 

, ROXANA. 

This is too much ! you shall be satisfied, 
lio, guards there, enter ! 


Scene 2. 

Bajazet, Roxana, Achmet. 

ROXANA. 

' Achmet, all is over ; 

You may return, for I have naught to tell you, 
Save that I bow to Amurath’s sovereign sway. 

Let the palace gates henceforth be lock’d, 
And all be order’d as it was aforetime. 
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Scene 3. 

Bajazet, Achmet. 


Prince, what is this I hear with strange surprise ? 

What will become of you, and what of me ? 

Whence comes this change ? and whom om I to blame ? • 
Good Heav’ns ! 

bajazet. • 

'Tis only right that you should know. 
Eoxana is offended, — burns for vengeance : 

Our mutual (compact is for ever broken. 

Vizier, I warn you, to yourself take heed ; 

Act as seems best, and count no more on me. 

achmet. 

What? 

bajazet. 

You and yours, some place of refuge seek ; 

My friendship can afford you naught but peril.* 

I hoped one day to have repaid you better ; 

But must not think it more — the bubble’s burst. 

achmet. 

What is this rock on which your hopes are wreck’d ? 

Just now I left all peaceful in the palace ; 

Wliat is this madness tliat has seized your minds ? 

bajazet. 

She wishes me to wed her, Achmet. 

ACHMET. 

Well, 

’Tis tiTie that wish accords not with the custom 
That sultans use. But is that rule so strict 
That you should lose your life to follow it ? ^ 
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What law more sacrod than to save yourself ? 

To snatch from certain death the royal blood 
Of 0th man that in you alone survives ? 

BAJAZET. 

Nay, the last drop would he too dearly purchased, 
"Were it to bo preserved by cowardice. 

• • ACHMET. 

WTiy let your mind concerns so dark a picture ? 

, Was Solymftn’s renown tarnisliM by inijrriage ? 
Yet Solyman himself was never menaced 
By danger so apparent as yourself. 

, BAJAZET. 

These vefry dangers make the chief disgrace 
Of such a marriage, prompted by mere love 
Of life. It was not so with Solyinaii : 

, His slave found favour in her master’s eyes, 

No dire ftecessity imi)()sed its yoke, 

But freely did lie offer heart and hand. 

• 

ACHMET. 

And yet you love her ? 


BAJAZET 

Achmet, ’tis enough ; 

Loss than you think I murmur at my fate. 

Must I not deem dishonour worse than death, 
Which in your steps I follow’d while a youth, 
And learn’d to calmly face, when for no fault 
I lay in prison. Ainurath to my eyes 
Has many a time the headsman's axe j^resented ; 
She will but end a life of ceaseless trouble. 

Alas, and if with some regret I quit it — 

Forgive me, Achmet ; I have cause to pity 
Hearts that with kind attachment, ill rewarded, 
Madlh me the object of their every thought. 
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ACHMET. 

You only are to blame. Prince, if we perisli ; 

Speak but a word, and you can save us all. 

All the brave janizaries hero remaining, 

The holy ministers of our religion, 

And those who, honour’d for their good example. 
Direct the currents of the public favchir, 

Wait to conduct you to the sacred gate 

Thro* which new sultans make their firgt appearance. 

BAJAZET. 

% 

If then so dear they hold me, my brave Achiuet, 

Let them protect me from Rox*ana*s pow’r. 

Ay, and, if need bo, break into the palace, 

And with their valiant aid effect my rescue. 

I would go forth cover’d with wounds and blood 
Sooner than loaded with that odious name, * 
Her husband. In the tumult and confusion ’ 
Despair may arm me in my own defence ; 

And, fighting boldly, I may give you time 
To reach my side and prove your loyalty. 

ACHMET. 

The utmost expedition well might fail 
To thwart Itoxana’s violent revenge* 

Then what would all such fiery zeal have don^ 

Save to involve your friends in fruitless guilt r 
Promise ; and, when no longer danger threatens, 

’Tis yours to give your word what weight you will. 

BAJAZET. 

This to me, Achmet ! 

ACHMET. 

Never blush ; the sons 
Of Othman are not bound to keep their oaths 
Like common slaves. Take counsel of those heroes, 
Who made their swords the measure of their rights 
As of their faith, and march’d to victories 
World- wide, State policy their only law ; 
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Half of this sacred empire rests on pledges 
Lavishly given, sparingly fu^Sird. 

Pardon my warmth. 

BAJAZET. 

Yes, I am well aware 

How far they push'd the interest of the State ; 
TBut these same heroes freely spent their blood. 
And scorn’d to purchase life by perfidy. 

ACHMET. 

^0 dauntless Ijourage, but too firm and faithful ! 
Which wins my admiration, tho’ it end 
In ruin. Must a scruple then destroy — 

But some good angel sends us Atalide. 


Scene 4. 

Bajazet, Atalide, Achmet. 

ACHMET. 

Ah, Madam ! Come, unite your pray'rs with mine. 
Or he is lost. 

t 

ATALIDE. 

’Tis that which brings me here. 
But leave us, Achmet. Bent on his destniction, 
Boxana means to shut the palace gates. 

In any case be within easy call. 

There may be reason for a quick return. 
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Scene 5. 

Bajazkt, Atalide, 


bajazet. 

Now is the moment come when I must leave you, 
Heav’n has our common stratagem confounded, 

No weapon can ward ofE its latest hlow^ 

I should have died, or have resign’d your love. 
Vainly have we contrived to mask our feelings, 

And nothing gain’d hut to defer my death. 

I told you how ’t would be, but to your wish 
Consented, and postponed your grief as long 
As might be. In return, fair Atalide, 

Obey me now, avoid Iloxana’s presence, • 

Hide from her eyes the tears that would betray 3 fbu, 
And let us part ; delay is dangerous. 


atalide. 

No, Prince. Your kindness to a hapless maid 
Has long enough resisted Fate’s decrees. 

Your wish to spare me costs you far too dear 
You must submit. Leave me, and mount the throne. 


Leave you ! 


BAJAZET. 

ATALIDE. 


’Tis my desire and well consider’d. 
True is it that a thousand jealous thoughts 
Have surged within me, and I could not bear 
That Bajazet should live, yet not be mine ; 

And often as T pictured to myself 
The hateful triumph of my happy rival, 

Your death appear’d (j)ardon a lover’s frenzy) 
Less fraught with anguish to my tortured heart. 
But then there was not shown to my sad eyes 
The fatal stroke ready to fall ; I saw not, 

As now I see, my Bajazet prepared 
To bid his Atalide a last farewell. 
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I know, dear Prince, too well with what firm courage 
You go to meet the dread approach of Dcatli ; 

How with your heart's last sighs you fain would prove 
Your faithfulness to mo; but have compassion 
Upon a soul more timid than your own ; 

Temper your woes to Atalide's endurance. 

Nor thus expose me to the liveliest sorrow 
Thai ever dried the fount of lovers’ eyes. 

• • BAJAZET. 

And what will be your future, if to-day 
You see me cClebrate this fatal marriage ? 

ATALIDE. 

My future need be no concern to you, 

I shall iK)rhai)s obey my destiny. 

And find ^inc flattering balm to ease my sorrow ; 
Soothed with this thought e'en in the midst of tears. 
You were resolved to lose your life for me, 

And live, because I would not let you die. 

BAJAZET. 

No, you will ticver see that cruel sight. 

The more you bid mo be untrue to you, 

The more I see how truly you, deserve 
To fail in gaining that which you desire. 

\ThatJ Shall this tender love, that in our childhood 
Was bom, and grew in silence with our growth ; 

Your tears that only I could wipe away ; 

My frequent oaths that I would ne’er forsake you ; 
Shall all those end in basest perfidy ? 

And whom would’st have me many ? I will tell you, 
A slave who thinks of no one but herself, 

Who shows me instruineul.s of death made ready, 

And ofPers me her hand, — or execution : 

Whilst Atalide, touch’d by my present dangers. 

And worthy of the sires from whom she springs, 
Would sacrifice herself, her love, and all. 

Ahi! Let the jealous Sultan have my head, 

Its^ ransom were too costly. 
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ATALII>E. 

Generous Prince, 

You yet may live without betraying me. * 

BAJAZET. 

Speak. If I can, I’m willing to obey you. 

ATAlilDE. 

Roxana loves you, and, despite her wrath, 

If you, my lord, would take more pains to please her. 
Letting your amorous sigKs instil the hope 
Of one day — 

BAJAZET. 

Say no more : I can’t consent. 

You must not fancy cowardly despair 
Has made me so faint-hearted that I dread 
The cares of royal pow’r that might be mine, 

And would avoid them by untimely death. 

Bash counsels arc to me but too congenial ; 

The glories of my race, my soul possessing 
And making ease repugnant, kindled hopes 
Of being number’d with that line of heroes. • 

But tho* ambition fiercely bums witliin mo, 

I cannot longer dupe a lover’s triis^t. 

Vain would it be for me to promise it, 

My lips and eyes, foes to such craven falsehood, • 
When I might be most anxious to beguile her, 
Would all the tumult of my mind betray ; 

With anger she would see my sighs were forced 

From an unwilling breast, as cold as ice 

To her. Heav’n knows how oft I had disclosed 

The truth, were mine own life alone at stake, . 

And DO fear pi-esent that her jealousy 

Might but too easily extend to you 1 

And shall I promise what my heart belies> 

ActinjBf the perjured villain to abuse — 

Ah ! if your judgment were not warp’d by love, 

Far from enjoining this base subterfuge, 

You would be surely first to blush thereat. 
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But lest you press me further to forget 
The claims of honour, I will find Roxana, 

An(J leave ^ou, Madam. 

ATALIDB. 

Nay, I quit you not : 
Gome, cruel Prince, I will conduct you thither, 
And tell our secret to her ears, myself. 

Since my distracted lover scorns my tears, 

And fain would die <)eforc my very eyes, 

Roxana shall at least in death unite us ; 

My blood wilhbetter quench her rage than yours, 
And to your startled eyes will I present 
The rueful sight you would prepare for me. 

BAJAZET. 

Heavens'! What is this ? 

ATAUDE. 

Can you imagine, Sir, 
You hold your honour dearer than is mine 
•fo me ? Believe me, while I made you speak, 

My shame a hundred times all but compell'd 
"Disclosure, b\4t I saw your death too nigh. 

Why, since my own must follow, why refuse 
To do for me what I dared do for you ? 

One word a little kinder may suffice : 

Perchance Roxana in her heart forgives you. 

She grants you, as you sec, time for repentance ; 
Nor did she, quitting you, despatch the vizier, 

Nor send her guards to seize you in my presence : 
Her tears have shown me how her tender feelings 
With rage contend, imploring me to aid her. 

She wait^ to catch at hope, however faint, 

To. drop ‘the arms of vengeance from her hand. 

Gk) to her, Prince, and save your life and mine. 

^ BAJAZET. 

Welb be it so —but how shall I accost her ? 

# atAlide. 

Nay» aslr not me to choose befitting words, 
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Heav’n will supply them as occasion serves. 

Go : I must not be present at your meeting, 

Your eyes or mine would tell what trouble ails us. 

Go : once again, I dare not be a witness. * 

Say — all that may be needful, Sir, to save you. 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. 

Atalide, Zara. 

ATALIDE. 

Cl 

Is’t true then, Zara? Is his pardon seal’d? 

ZARA. 

Madam, as I have said, a slave, who ran 
With eager steps to do Roxana’s pleasure, 
Admitted Achmet at the palace gates : ^ 

To me they spoke not ; but the vizier’s joy 
Mark’d on his face better tJian any words 
Tliat ’tis a happy change recalls liim hither, 

And that he comes to sign a lasting peace. 

No doubt Roxana leans to milder measures. 

ATALIDE. 

Thus pleasure on all sides eludes my grasp. 

And, leavmg me forsaken, follows them. 

Zara, I’ve done my duty, nor repent it. 

ZARA. 

Why, Madam, what new trouble now alarms yon P 

ATALIDE. 

Have you not heard, my Zara, by what charm. 

Or rather should I say by what a compact, 
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The prince has brought about a change so sudden ? 
Boxana’s fury seem’d inflexible ; 

Has she some pledge tliat vouches for his heart ? 
Speak. Does he wed her ? 

" ■ ZARA. 

)<> 

• I know naught of that. 

But if he thus alone could save himself. 

And acts as you yourself have bidden hxin, ' 

If *in a word, ho w^ds her — 

ATALIDE. 

Weds her, Zara ! 

ZARA. 

IVhat! ’Do you then regret those generous words 
Which yoftr unselfish care for him dictated ? 

ATALIDE. 

No, no. Jt is but right that he should do it. 

Too jealous feelings, liush your clamorous voice ! 
Wedding Boxana, Bajazet obeys me. 

Bespect the Better nature tJiat has quell’d you, 

Nor with its noble counsels mingle yours ; 

Paint not my prince ela-sp’d in another’s arms, 

But let me picture him without regret 

Set o» the throne my love has made him mount. 

I am myself again, and firm as ever. 

It was his love, dear Zara, that 1 wish’d. 

He loves me ; and this hope at least consoles me. 
That worthy of my lover I shall die. 

ZARA. 

Die ! What inspires so terrible a purpose ? 

ATALIDE. 

I have resign’d my lover ; does the rest 
Sui^rise you ? Can a death that ends these tears 
Be coTHited in the number of my woes ? 
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Enough for me that Bajazet shall live ; 

I wish’d it, wish it still, cost what it may : 

Be ’t joy or grief I care not to inquire, 

I love him well enough to give him up. 

But he must know that, if 1 can for him 
Make sacrifice so great, tending his life 
With anxious effort, yet I love too well 
To wish to be the witness of his bridal. 

Let us go learn — 

ZARA. * 

Pray calm yourself, dear IJadam, 
The vizier comes to bring you news of all. 

Scene 2. 

Atalide, Achmet, Zara. 

ACHMET. 

At last our lovers have been reconciled, 

And a fair breeze now wafts us into port. 

The wrath of the Sultana is disarm’d ; ^ 

She has declared to me her latest wishes ; 

And while the dreadful standard of the Prophet 
She to the city’s startled sight displays. 

And Bajazet prepares my steps to follow, 

My task is to explain to all the people 
What means this signal, rouse a just alarm, 

And the new Sultan publicly proclaim. 

Meanwhile permit me to remind you, Madam. 
What guerdon has been promised to my zeal. 

Do not expect from me such rapturous sighs 
As I have witness’d in those ardent lovers : 

But if respect more worthy of my years. 

The careful homage of a heart devoted 
To one so near in blood to royalty, 

Can — 

ATALIDE. 

Time may teach me what your merits elain®. 
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And you in time may also learn to know me. 

But tell me now what transports did you witness ? 

ACHMET. 

Carf you ndt fancy, Madam, the soft sighs 
Of two young lovers mutually enamour’d ? 

ATALIDE. 

• 

Nay, 'tis a marvel fills me with surprise. 

’What price exacts Roxana for this i)ardoii : 

Do5s he consent to ^ed her ? 

* ACHMET. 

Yes, I think so. 

I’ll tell you all 1 saw with mine own eyes. 

^ith amazement at their angry quarrel. 
Exclaiming against lovers, love, and fortune, 

Ay, and ir^ blank despair I left this palace. 

Lading a vessel ready in the harbour 

With treasure rescued from my ruin’d fortunes, 

I thought to sail to some far distant land. 

When, fuH of this sad purpose, I was summon’d 
Hither once more. Hope to my feet gave wings, 

And at ray voice the j^alace doors flew open. 

A female sla\^ my joyful eyes beheld, 

Who, all in silence, led me to a chamber 
Where with attentive ear Roxana hearken’d 
To Bajazet, while all around was stillness ; 

RBfeisting my impatience, and respecting 
Their secret conference, I stood aloof. 

And, motionless, long watch’d what pass’d between them. 
At last, with eyes that all her soul lx?tray*d. 

The pressure of her hand pledged her affection. 

And he, with eloquent and amorous gaze. 

Assured her of his passion in his turn. 

ATALIDE. 

ACHMET. 

Then both of them perceived my presence : 

** she, ‘‘ see your sovereign, yours and mine : 
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Now to your hands, brave Achmet, I consign him. 

Go, and for him make ready regal pomp. 

Let loyal crowds await him in the mosque ; 

Soon shall the palace set you the example.” ^ 

Then at the feet of Bajazet I fell. 

And straightway from their presence disappear’d, 

Only too happy, on my way, to bring you 
True tidings of their reconciliation, 

And offer you my most respectful homage. 

I go to speed my task, — his coronation.* 


Scene 3. 

Atalide, Zaea. 


ATALIDE. 

Let US withdraw, and not disturb tlieir joy. 


Madam, believe — 


ZAEA. 

ATALIDE. 


Why flatter me with falsehoqds ? 

How can I face a sight so terrible ! 

Fain would they wed forthwith ; my fate is settled, 

For welcome to Roxana is the love 

He vows. But why complain ? ’Twas I that wish’d it. •«, 
And yet would you have thought this possible, ^ ‘ 

When no self-sacrifice seem’d great enough 
To prove his faith to me, and he refused 
The least concession to Roxana’s wishes ; 

When with a secret pleasure I j)erceived 
How all my tears were powerless to move him ? 

Would you have deem’d his heart, that seem’d so constant, 
Could e’er have found such eloquence to woo her ? 

Ah 1 but too ready may that heart have been 
To echo all his lips have learn’d to utter I 
Perchance new graces in her eyes appear’d. 

Responsive to more tender looks from him. 

She will have touch’d him with her tale of woe ; , 
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In generous hearts such love breeds sympathy, 

Nor least when tears can purchase pow’r supreme. 
Alas ! W^at reasons urge him to forget me ! 

ZARA. 

!Qut, Madam, their success is still uncertain. 

Be patient. 

ATALIDE. 

* No. ^hat boots it to be blind ? 

I have no wish to swell my tide of trouble ; 

I know where*lies for him the path of safety, 

And when my tears recall’d him to Roxana, 

1 did not mean that ho should disobey me. 

But, with his fond farewell still in mine ears. 

After such tender transports of affliction, 

His joy, m«thinks, need not have betm express’d 
With such conspicuous warmth as Achmet witness’d. 
Judge for yourself if I have cause lo murmur. 

Why am I only banish’d from their counsels ? 

Am I concsirned so little in the fate 
Of Bajazet? Why lingers he so long 
Away from me ? Does not his heart reproach him. 
That thus he ^irinks from meeting Atalide ? 

But I will spare him this uneasiness. 

He ne’er shall see me more. 


ZARA. 

Madam, he comes. 


Scene 4. 

Bajazet, Atalide, Zara. 

BAJAZET. 

Your bidding has been done ; and I have spoken. 
My life no longer. Madam, is in danger ; 

And happy should I be if truth and honour 
Reproaclrd mo not for having purchased safety 
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By means unjust ; if mine own heart could pardon 
My fault as readily as does Roxana. 

But I at last am free, my hand is arm’d, 

And I may now meet my unnatural brother, 

No more, dependent on your skill, contrivinj^ 

Secret intrij^ues, here plotting to seduce 
His mistress’ heart, but following him afar 
To other climes, more nobly in fair fight 
Disputing the aifections of his people. 

And making fame for valour judge between us. 

But why is this ? I see you weeping ! 

c 

ATALIDE. 

No, Sir; 

I do not grudge you your new happiness : 

Heav’n’s justice owed you this strange turn of fortune. 
You know if e’er your welfare I opj)osed ; 

Your eyes are witnesses how all my life ^ 

Your perils have engross’d my every care ; 

And, since ray death alone can seal your safety. 

It is without regret for you I die. 

True is it that, had He iv’n vouchsafed to hear * 

My [>rav’rs, I might have made a happier end ; 

My rival would no less have been your bride,* 

And found you faithful to the marriage tie ; 

But, though her husband, you would have withheld 
Those tokens of true love so freely lavish’d. 

Less fervour would have satisfied Roxana, ^ 

And I, in dying, this sweet thought have cherish’d, 
That, only yielding to my strict injunction. 

You gave your hand to her, your heart to me. 

Still, still mine own e’en in the world of shades ; 

That I was leaving you, but not your love. 


BAJAZET. 

Why talk you thus. Madam, of love and marriage ? 

What, in the name of Heav’n, affords you ground 
For speech like this ? Wliat falsehood has deceived you r' 
I love Roxana ! I devote my life 
To her ! Ah, no ; and, far from thinking so. 
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Can you believe my tongue could even say it ? 

But, as it happen*d, there was need of neither : 

Koxana was as credulous as ever ; 

And wheliier she at once thought my return 
A certain token of my true affection, 

Or time too precious for prolong’d resistance, 

Scarce had I said a few unheeded 'words, 

'When with a flood of tears she cut me short, 

And, placing in my hands her life and fortuiu-, 

Without reserve trti sting my gratitude. 

Seem’d satisfied that I intended marriage. 

I, blushing to impose upon her faitli. 

Unworthy of a love so generous, 

Show’d my confusion, but slu* fondly deem’d it 
Due t'j the warmth of passion, while I felt 
That I was basely cruel and unjust. 

Believe n^ys, I had need that trying moment 
To call to mind all my concern for you. 

In order to preserve perfidious silence 
Unbroken to the end. Now, when I come 
^fter such conflicts seeking consolation 
Against remorse, I find you in displeasure. 

Charging my harass’d con-science with your di\ith. 

Alas ! I see too well e’en at this moment 
All that I say has little force to move you. 

Madam, ’twere well to end what pains us both ; 

Wliy should we vainly vex each other longer ? 

BSoxana is not far to seek ; permit me 
To tell the truth, more gladly will I go 
To disabuse her, than I went so often, 

Forcing myself to play the hypocrite. 

Ah ! here she comes. 

ATAIilDE. 

Heav’n save him from his rashness ! 
Prince, if you love me, do not undeceive lier. 
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Scene 5. 

Eoxana, Bajazet, Atalide, Zara. 

ROXANA. 

Come, Bajazet, *tis time to show yourself, 

That all the Court may recognize its master : 

All that these walls contain, many in number, 
Gather’d by my command, await my \j:ishes. 

My slaves (the rest will follow where they lead). 
Are the first subjects that my love allots you. 

This sudden change from wrath to milder mood 
May well surprise you. Madam. For, but now. 
Determined to take vengeance on a traitor, 

I swore he should not sec another day, 

Yet almost ere he spoke my heart relented ; 

*Twas love imposed that oath, and love revokes ♦it. 
Reading deep passion in his wild distraction, 

His pardon I pronounced, and trust his promise. 

BAJAZET. • 

Yes, I have promised, and my word is pledged 
Ne’er to forget all that to you I owe : • 

Have I not sworn that constant care and kindness 
Shall duly pay my debt of gratitude ? 

If on those terms your favour I may claim, 

1 go to wait the harvest of your bounty. 


Scene 6. 

Roxana, Atalide, Zara. 

ROXANA. 

Heav’ns ! What amazement strikes me at this moment ! 
Is it a dream ? and have mine eyes deceived me ? 

What mean these frigid words, this sombre greeting. 
Which seems to cancel all that pass’d between us ? 

What hope does he imagine mine, for which 
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I banish’d my resentment, and restored him 
To favour ? He, me thought, swore that his heart 
Would own me mistress to his dying day. 

Does he«-epent already of the peace 
That we had sign’d ? Was I just now deluded ? 
But was ho not conversing with you. Madam ? 
What did he say ? 

ATALIDE. 

^ To me? He loves you always. 

ROXANA. 

His life at Wst- depends on my belief 
That it is so. But tell mo, pray, when joy 
Should triumph, how you can explain the gloom 
Tliat settled on his features as he left me ? 

ATALtOB. 

Madam, I saw no cloud upon his brow. 

Oft has he told me of your gracious kindness, 

And he just now was full of it : at parting 
He seem’d to me the same as when he enterM. 

But, be that as it may, need it surprise you 
That on the eve of such important issues 
He should be troubled and some signs escape him 
Of anxious thoughts that on his mind intrude ? 

^ ROXANA. 

Such plausible excuses do you credit 

For skill that pleads on his behalf more fairly 

Than he could do himself. 

ATALIDE. 

What other cause — 

ROXANA. 

Enough ! I read your motive, Madam, better 
Than you suppose. Leave me, for I would be 
Alone a little while. I too am troubled. 

And anxious cares are mine as well as his. 

To wliich I owe a moment’s thought, in secret. 
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Scene 7. 

Roxana. 

How must I construe all that I have seen ? 

Are they in league together to deceive me ? i, '' # 

Wherefore this change, those words, that quiet departure f 
Did I not catch a glance that pass’d between them V 
Were they not both struck with embarrassment * 

Ah ! why has Heav’n doom’d me to this affront ? 

Is this the fruit of all iny blind affection ? « 

So many painful days and sleepless nights, 

Plots and intrigues, treason too deep for pardon ! 

And shall they all turn to a rival’s profit ? 

But yet, too ready to torment myself, 

I may t(;o closely scan a passing cloud. 

And take for jjassion what is mere caprice. 

Surely he would have carried to the end 
His wiles j and, in full prospect of success, 

He could have feign’d at least a moment longer. 

Love, uncontroU’d by reason, quakes at shadows ; 

Let me take courage. Why should Atalide 
Be dreaded as my rival ? What has he ‘ 

To thank her for ? To which of us to-day 
Owes he the sceptre ? 

But too well I know 
Love is a tyrant ; and, if other charms 
Attract, what matter crowns or life itself ? 

Can benefits outweigh the heart’s attachment ? 

I need but search mine own. Did gratitude 
Constrain me to his brother, when this wretch 
Bewitch’d me* ? Ah ! if other tie were absent, 

Would the idea of marriage so alarm him? 

He gladly would have seconded my wishes, 

And not have braved destruction by refusal. 

Just cause — 

But someone comes to speak with me. 

What can she want ? 
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Scene 8. 

Roxana, Fatima. 

FATIMA. 

Forgive me this intrusion : 

But there is come a courier from the army ; 

And, though the seaward gate was shut, the guards, 

On bended knees, without delay unlock’d it 

To orders fnyn the Sultan, to yourself 

Address’d ; and, strange to say, ’tis Orcan brings them. 


Orcan ! 


ROXANA. 


« FATIMA. 

Yes, he ; of all the Sultan’s slaves 
The one most trusted for his faithful service. 
Blackest of those whom Afric’s sun has scorch’d. 
Madam, be asks impatiently for you ; 

I thought it best to give you timely notice, 

And, lest you should be taken by surprise, 

I have detain’d him in your own apartments. 


BOXANA. 

What; new disaster comes to overwhelm me ? 

What can his bidding be ? What my reply ? 

Doubtless the Sultan, in his mind perturb’d, 

Has Bajazet condemn’d a second time. 

Without my sanction none will dare to take 
His life ; for all obey me here. But ought I 
To shield him ? Bajaj^et or Amurath, 

Which claims allegiance? One have I betray’d ; 

The other may be false to me. Time presses ; 

I must resolve this fatal doubt, nor let 

Tlie precious moments pass. Love, when most cautious, 

Cannot conceal its secret inclination. 

I«pdll watch Bajazet and Atalide : 

Then crown the lover, or destroy the traitor. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

Atalide, Zara. 

ATALIDE. 

t 

Ah, know you my alarm ? How in this palace 
Fierce Orcan’s odious features I have seen 
I fear his presence at this fatal moment — 

But tell me, have you seen prince Bajazet ? 

What said he ? Will he hear the voice of reason, 
And, going to Roxana, calm suspicion ? 

ZARA. 

He may not go again without permission. 

Such are her orders ; she will have him wait. 

No doubt she would not wish that slave to see Jiim. 
On finding him I feign’d I had not sought him, 
Gave him your letter, and received his answer. 
Here, Madam, read what tidings it conveys.* 

ATALIDE reads. 

**Why should thy love hid me accustomed grown 
To lahyrinths of deceit, still tvander there ? 

Yet shall my life he cherish'd with due care. 

Since thou hast sworn thereon depends thine own. 

Y s, I will see "Roxana, and will say 
Words to appease her anger, if I may. 

Swearing how grateful I will ever he. 

Exact no more. For neither death nor thou 
False promises of love shall make me vow. 

When in my heart I cherish only thee** 

What need of protestations ? Does he think 
I know not how devotedly he loves me ? 

Is this the way in which he meets my wishes ? 
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Roxana, and not I, must be persuaded. 

How 1 am fill’d with anxious fears again ! 

Why did I heed distrustful jealousy 
Reproaching me with blindness? Why give voice 
To doubt^ that all his tales were tinged with falsehood 
Did not my happiness pass expectation ? 

I was beloved, l^xana well contented. 

Return, and, if you can, see Bajazet 

Once more. His frigid words will ne’er appease her ; 

Let eyes and lips alike swear that he loves her, 

And force her to believe him. Oh, that I 
Might quicken his indifEerence with my tears, 

And with tb^ love I feel inspire his tongue I 
But to new perils I should thus expose him. 

ZARA. 

See, the Sultana comes. 

ATALIDE. 

Ah, hide that letter. 


Scene 2. 

Roxana, Atalide, Fatima, Zara. 
ROXANA {to Fatima). 

Thik order has been sent me. I must use it 
To fright her. 

ATALIDE {to Zara). 

Run, try all means to persuade him 
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Scene 3. 

Roxana, Atalide, Fatima. 

ROXANA. 

I have received a message from the army. 

Madam, have you been told what there has happciiM? ■ 

ATALIDE. * 

I heard a slave came hither from the cam]>, 

But naught I know of anything besides. 

ROXANA. 

A change of fortune has to Amurath 
Brought victory, and Babylon ]jas fallen. 

ATALIDE. 

Wliat, Madam ! Osman then — 

ROXANA. 

Was ill infoyn’d ; 

Since his departure was this slave despatch’d. 

The war is over. 

ATALIDE. 

Fatal news ! 

ROXANA. 

And now. 

To crown disgrace, the Sultan follows close 
After his messenger. 

ATALIDE. 

The Persian hosts 

Bar not his progress ? 

ROXANA. 

No. He mar dies hither 


With rapid strides. 
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ATALIDE. 

I pity your alarm ! 

What you would do must now be quickly finish’d. 

ROXANA. 

Too late the tide of conquest to oppose ! 

ATALIDE. 

Ah!-. 

ROXANA. 

Time afiatos not liis severity. 

See, in my hand 1 hold hia last commands. 

ATALIDE. 

And what are they ? 

ROXANA. 

Look : read them for yourself. 
Madam, you know the writing and the seal. 

• • 

ATALIDE. 

I recognize th(^ cruel Sultan’s hand. 

(She reads.) 

“ While Babylon still scorrCd to own. my svmjj 
To yc^ express commandment did I send; 

Which doubtless yoti were ca>reful to obey. 

And Bajazet ere this has met his end, 

Noiv when proud Babylon my yoke must bear. 

That order I confirm, if need there be, 

Hold you your own life precious ? Take good care 
That;^wken I come, his sever'd head I see,'* 

ROXANA. 

ATALIDE (aside). 

Hide your tears, poor Atalide. 


Well, Madam ? 
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ROXANA. 

What think you ? 

ATALIDE. 

Still he seeks his brother's life 
But he believes him helpless and alone. 

He knows not of your love that shelters him, 

That you and Bajazet are one in soul, 

That you would rather die — 

ROXANA. ^ 

For my ])art, Madam, 
I fain would save the prince ; I cannot hate him ; 
But— 


ATALIDE. 

What have you decided ? 

ROXANA. 

To obey. 


ATALIDE. 

Obey ? 

ROXANA. 

What choice is left at such a crisis ? 

1 must. 

ATALIDE. 

And will you then cut short that life, 
Which with fond vows to you the prince devoted ? 

ROXANA. 

I must. My order is already given. 


Oh ! I am dying. 


ATALIDE, 


FATIMA. 

See, she falls, and seems 


Lifeless 
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ROXANA. 

Go, take her to the nearest chamber ; 
Watch ever^jjlook, and listen to each word, 

All that may proof afford of perfidy. 


. Scene 4. 

» • Roxana. 

My rival has at last declared herself. 

On what a broken reed have I relied ! 

Six months have I been thinking all her care 
J>evotcd day and night to aid my love ; 

While all that time, it seems, mine eyes have watch’d 
With zealous service to promote her own, 

Dc^psing meSns whereby she might obtain 
Many a sweet and secret interview ; 

And, e’en anticipating her desire, 

Oft have I hasten’d those delightful moments. 

This is not all : now must I get to know 
How far her perfidy has been successful. 

And must — Rut wiiat more is there left to learn ? 

Is not my woe writ on her countenance ? 

Cannot I read beneath this wild distress 
Assurance that her lover’s heart is hers ? 

Free*fro^p suspicious doubts that harass me, 

The fear she feels is only for his hfp. 

No matter : I will learn the truth. She may 
Be trusting, like myself, false promises. 

I’ll lay a trap to catch him unawares. 

But is not this a task vain and unworthy ? 

Devising means but to torment myself. 

Why should I rend the veil that hides his scorn r 
And, after all, his caution may outwit 
My*utmost skill. Besides time presses closely, 

I must take action and without delay. 

’Twere better if I shut mine eyes to all 
Tha^ have seen, nor probed the galling wound 
I’ll hdw far he’ll go and dare the worst, 
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See whether, when I’ve set him on the throne, 

He will betray the love that saved his life, 

And, with a dastard’s liberality, 

Share with my rival all he owes to me. 

Shall I not always have it in my pow’r 
To punish both at need ? Yes, I will watch 
The trjiitor, till my righteous fury finds 
Fit season to surprise the amorous pair ; 

Then the same dagger shall in death unite them ; 

Both will I stab, and after them myself. 

This is the proper part for me to play. 

I will seem blind to all. 


Scene 5. 

Eoxana, Fatima. 

ROXANA. 

What have you learn’d ? 

Is Bajazet indeed in love with her? * 

And do her words reveal their mutual flame ? 

• 

FATIMA. 

She has not spoken. For her swoon continues, 
And only long-drawn sighs and feeble moans 
Betoken that she lives, while ev’ry moment 
Her breath seems ready to depart for ever. 

Your ladies, emulous to give relief. 

Removed the kerchief from her panting bosom ; 

In mine own eagerness to aid their efforts, 

I found this letter in its folds conceal’d. 

Whereon I recognized your lover’s writing, 

And thought it best to bring it straight to you. 

ROXANA. 

Give it— Why throbs my heart, what sudden shock 
Freezes my sense, arrests my trembling hand ? 

He may have written nothing to offend 
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My jealousy, lie may — See, let me read it — 

Neither death nor thou 

False promises of love shall make me vow, 
in my heart I cherish only thee. 

Ha ! Have I then found the base treason out ! 

I see the bait with which they thought to catch mo. 
•rtiis tlnni is his return for all my love, 

Ivfoan wretch, unworthy of the life I left him ! 

Nov^ I can breathe once more ; what joy to kuow 
The traitor has for once betray’d himself ! 

Free from th^ pressure of tormenting fears, 

My rage can calmly study its revenge. 

Ay, let the monster die ! Let him be seized, 

Go, bid my mutes prepare his punishment. 

And to his neck apply the fatal bowstring 
That ends the heinous guilt of such as he. 

Run, Fatiiiia ; be prompt to serve my wrath. 

FATIMA. 

Ah, Madam ! 

‘ • ROXANA. 

Well, what is it ? 

FATIMA. 

May I venture 

Without displeasing you, so justly wroth, 

To^skjn diligence for a timid voice r 
’Tis true that Bajazet, of life unworthy, 

Deserves to suffer at their cruel hands ; 

But, ingrate as he is, ’tis Amurath 
Rather than he that should engage your fears 
To-day. Who knows but that some faithless tongue 
Already may have warn’d him of your plot ? 

And hearts like his, as you must know full well. 
When once offended know not how to pardon ; 

At such a moment the swift stroke of death 
Becomes the dearest token of their love. 

ROXANA. 

Ah, with what cruelty and insolence 

II. E 
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They both made sport of my credulity ! 

How readily, how gladly did I trust them ! 

*Twas no great victory the traitor gain’d 
When he deceived a heart prepared to love him^; 

Which fear’d the thought so much, it would not dream 
Of falsehood ! From my proud estate I stoop’d, 

And sought you first when in the lowest depths 
Of misery, to change a life disturb’d 
By constant dangers into one of peace 
And pow’r. But, after all niy care and kindness, 

You vow that you can never say you love me. 

But why with vanish’d dreams let memory stray ? 
You weep, poor fool ! Those tears, now shed too late, 
Were needed rather when a vain desire 
Bred the first fatal thought of seeing him. 

You weep ! and he, still bent on treachery. 

Thinks how he may ensnare you with his words 
And keep his life unharm’d to please your rival. 

The wretch shall die! — 

What 1 Fatima still here I 
Begone. But I myself must hasten hence : 

Like an avenging spirit let him see mo, 

Showing at once his brotlier’s fatal sentence 
And this indisputable proof of treason. 

You, Fatima, must keep my rival here ; 

And in his dying ear lier cries shall sound 
A last farewell. Let her be well attended ; 

My hatred needs her life, guard it with care. 

If apprehension of her lover’s death 
So touch’d her heart that almost she expired, 

What surfeit of reveuge, what strange delight, 

To show him soon, a pallid corpse, before her ! 

Then will her eyes, while on that sight they gaze, 
Repay mo for the pleasures I have lent them. 

Go, guard her safely, above all keep silence. 

I — But who comes to make my vengeance linger ? 
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Scene G, 

Eoxana, Achmet, Osman. 


ACHMET. 

•What mean yon, Madam, by this long delay, 
Wasting these precious moments ? It has heon 
My care to gather all Stambonl together, 

Wnose loaders are assail’d by anxious questions ; 
They all with my adherents wait the signal 
You promised me, this movement to explain. 
How comes it that, neglecting their impatience, 
The palace keeps meanwhile a gloomy silence ? 
Madam, declare yourself, postpone no longer — 


ROXANA, 

You shall be satisfied, it shall be done. 

ACHMET. 

'There’s something in your look and voice severe 
That seems to contradict such an assurance. 
Does tlien ypur love, all obstacles o’ercome — 

ROXANA. 

The traitor Bajazet has lived too long. 


ACHMET. 


He, traitor ! 


ROXANA. 

Ay, alike to me and you. 
We werg^his dupes. 


ACHMET, 

How so ? 


ROXANA. 

That Atalide, 

ose hand was a reward of little worth 
'or all that you have dared on his behalf — 
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ACHMET. 

Well? 

ROXANA. , 

Read ; and, after such an insult, judge 
If we should yet defend so foul a traitor. 

’Twere better far to face the just resentment 
Of Amurath, who comes with laurels crown’d, 
(Leaving a base accomplice to his fat('), 

And soothe the Sultan by a prompt submission. 

ACHMET (giving her hack the letter]^ 

Yes ; since the wretch dares to insult me thus, 

I will myself most willingly avenge you. 

Leave it to me from both of us to clear 
The stain with which his life has cover’d ours. 
Show me the road, and I will run. 

ROXANA. 

Nay, Achmet ; 

Re mine the pleasure of confounding him, 

To see his terror, and en joy his shame : 

Revenge would lose its sweetness if too swift. * 

I go to make all ready. You, meanwhile, 

Disperse at once the crowds that have assembled. 


Scene 7. 

Achmet, Osman. 

ACHMET. 

Stay. *Tis not time to go awa-y just yet. 

OSMAN. 

What ! Has your love bereft you of your judgment ? 
Desire of vengeance carries you too far. 

Will you be witness of the prince’s death ? 
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ACHMET. 

What mean you ? Are yon then so credulous 
As to suspect me of such foolish anger ? 

You think me jealous? Would to Heaven that he 
Had by liis falsehood injured only me ! 

• OSMAN. 

Why then, instead of pleading for the piiiice, — 

ACIIMET. 

Is the Sultiiiia in a state to hear me ? 

'Did you not see, when I proposed to find him, 

1 meant to share with him suoe(‘ss or ruin ? 

Unlncky issue of this tangled plot ! 

Infatuated prince! or rather I, 

Loaded wjth years and honours, to have placed 
The labyrinthiau clue in hands so young. 

And left my own frail and un(*ertain fortune 
To follow where these tlioughtless lovers led I 

OSMAN. 

Leave her to wreak her wrath on Bajazet: 

If he will pctisli, think of your own safety. 

Who can reveal your secret schcines, my lord, 

But friends who may be trusted to keep silence ? 

The prince’s death will pacify the Sultan. 

• 

ACHMET. 

So in her madness may Boxana fancy. 

But I have keener eyes ; experience 
Of many years has taught me how a monarch 
Both thinks and acts. Three sultans have I served. 
And seen my fellows drop like falling leaves : 
Boldness is better than servility 
Jo win and keep the favour of the great, 

As I have proved full oft. The cringing slave 
Must die when he incurs his master’s wrath. 


Fly, then. 


OSMAN. 
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ACHMET. 

Just now that seemed the safest course, 
But then my ])lot had not advanced so far ; • 

Retreat is liarder now than to press on. 

The lightning’s brilliant flash must mark my fall, 
Leaving behind me wreck and desolation 
Which may retard my enemies’ pursuit. 

Why be dumfounded ? Bajazet still lives ; 

Have I not brought him out of sorer straits ? 
Como, let us save him, in Ins own des])ite, 

For us, our friends, ay, even for Roxana, 

Did you not see how, eager to protect him. 

She stay’d my arm too ready to avenge her ? 

Little know I of love, but I am sure 

His shame is what she longs for, not his life. 

We yet have time. Roxana, tho* despairing. 

Still loves him, Osman, and is gone to see him, 

OSMAN. 

What has inspired in you such dauntless daring? 
We tarry here but at Roxana’s pleasure. 

Is not this palace full — 


ACHMET. 

Of abject slaves, 

Untrain'd to arms, shelter’d within these walls 
From birth. But you, whose valour Amurath 
Forgets to honour, link’d by common grievance, 
Will you support me to the bitter end ? 

OSMAN. 

To doubt it is to wrong me. If you die, 

I will die too. 

ACHMET. 

A bold and well arm’d troop 
Of friends await us at the palace gates ; 

Roxana thinks the words I spoke sincere ; 
Brought up within the palace, well I know 
Its windings, and where Bajazet is lodged. 
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Let us proceed, and, if I needs must die, 
Tlien let ua perish, Osman, as becomes 
A vizier such as I am and his friend. 


ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Atalide. 

Alas ! mine eyes search every spot in vain. 
Unhappy that I am ! How have I lost liiin ? 

Wliy did kind JTeav’n allow my fatal love 
To hang such perils o’er his head to-day ; 

And, worst of all, that this disastrous letter 
Should re^ch my rival’s eyes ? Yes, it was liere 
Roxana found me, and my timid hand 
Conceal’d the dangerous missive in my bosom, 
While, taken by surprise, I check’d my tears. 
Then, as with threatening voice she bade mo know 
The Sultan’s order, all my senses left me. 

When I recover’d, round me stood her ladies, 

Who now have vanish’d from my wandering eyes. 
Ah, cruel were the hands that succour’d me ; 

Their help was purchased at too dear a price, 

Fbr tl^cy convoy’d this letter to Roxana. 

What horrid purpose now her mind engrosses ? 
Who will be first the victim of her vengeance ? 
What blood will satisfy her keen resentment ? 

All ! Bajazet is dead, or dies this moment, 

And I meanwhile am kept a prisoner here. 

But the door opens. I shall learn his fate. 
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Scene 2. 

Roxana, Atalide, Fatima, Guards. 


Withdraw ! 


ROXANA (to Atalide). 

ATALIDE. 

Forgive the feelings which overcome me— 


ROXANA. 

Withdraw, I tell you ; answer not a word ! 
Guards, keep her close. 


Scene 3. 

Roxana, Fatima. 

ROXANA. 

Yes, Fatima, all's ready. 
Black Orcan and the mutes await their victim. 

Y(?t still, like hound at leash, I hold his fate 
Restrain'd ; but once let loose it slays its quarry. 

Say, is he coming ? , 

FATIMA. 

Close upon my footsteps 
A slave conducts him. Unsuspicious seems he 
Of imminent disgrace, for eagerly 
To seek you, Madam, did he leave his chamber. 

ROXANA. 

Poor feeble soul, courting thine own deception, 

Canst thou again suffer the traitor's presence ? 

Dost think that words of thine, by love or fear, 

May move him ? E'en should he submit, canst thou 
Forgive ? Should vengeance linger any longer ? 
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Have not his wrongs yet overflow’d thy cup ? 
Waste no more efforts on a heart of stone. 
But let the caitiff perish — Ha ! he comes. 


Scene 4. 

Bajazet, Roxana 

ROXANA. 

I will not we^ry you with vain reproaches ; 

The moments arc too precious to be wnsted 
In words, and I should say but what you know ; 
Youi' Very life bears witness to my care 
For you. And if my love meets no rcisponse, 

I murmur not thereat, tho’, sooth to say, 

This love o^ mine, jxirchanco, and all my kindness 
Might well add something to my feeble charms : 
But when in jdace of gratitude I find 
That you have met such love and confidence 
With feign’d affection and prolong’d deceit. 

Your baseness fills me with astonishment. 


Mine, Madam ? 


bajazet. 


• ROXANA. 

Yours, I say ! Will you not still 
Disown tho scorn you fancy undetected ? 

Why should you not continue to disguise 
With hues of falsehood love that is another’s. 

And swear to me with that perfidious tongue 
All that you feel for her — your Atalide ? 


For Atalide ! 


BAJAZET. 

Good Heav’ns ! Who then has told you- 


ROXANA. 


^p, traitor, look, and then deny you wrote it ! 
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BAJAZET {after loading at the letter), ^ 

I say no more : this letter’s frank avowal 
Contains the revelation of a love 
Cross’d by disaster ; now yon know a secret 
Eeady to leap to light, and all but own’d 
A thousand times already. Yes, I love, 

And ere your flame had shown itself to blast 
My hopes, this passion, form’d in infancy, 

Had steel’d my heart against all other charms. 

If I may dare to tell you so, your love 
Thought that by lavish kindness it might win me, 
And your own heart interi)reted iny feoliugsT 
I knew your error ; but wliat could Ido? 

T saw *twas one you would be loath to part with. 
Oft have ambitious hearts like mine been tempted 
By offers of a throne : the gift allured mo. 

I hesitated not, but gladly seized 
The opportunity of gaining freedom : 

And all the more that to decline meant death. 

That you yourself press’d me with eagerness, 

And nothing fear’d so much as my refusal ; 

That would moreover hav»3 involved your ruin, 

For, after having dared to speak with me, 

Your greatest danger lay in drawing back. 

Yet (I would call your own complaints to witness), 
Did I beguile you with false promises ? 

Recall how many times you have reproach’d me 
With silence thnt betray’d my inward trouble ; 

The nearer to the crown you held before me, 

Tlie more I blamed myself and felt abash’d. 

The Heav’n that heard me knows what vows sincere 
I offer’d, which would surely have been kept. 

Had but their pow’r l)een equal to ray hopes. 

And to my gratitude free scope afforded ; 

I with such honours and such dignities 
Would have repaid your kindness and contented 
Your pride, that even you, perhaps, — 

ROXANA. 

And how 

Could you do aught to please me, keeping bock 
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Your lieai-t P Wliat vows of yours could profit me 
Have you forgotten who and what I am ? 

That, mistress here, your life is hi my pow’r ? 
That to my^uidance Amurath has trusted 
Tlie helm of State, made me Sultana, me 
The sovereign of his heart, tho’ yours disowns 
Allegiance ? On this pinnacle of glory 
Already set, how could you lift me higher ? 

A tempting lot, forsooth, to linger here, 

K(^je^ted by a wretch whom I had crown’d. 
Degraded from my pro})er rank, and made 
At l)est the fcAcmost of my rival’s slaves ! 

Enough of idle words — they weary me ; 

For the last time, say, will you live and reign ? 
Hero IS the Sultan’s order, yet can I 
Still save you, but be quick. Speak ! 


Tliat 1 must do ? 


BAJAZET. 

What is it 


ROXANA. 


Come with me instantly, 

And see my rival die, strangled by mutes ; 
Then, from a love released fatal to greatness, 
Pledge me your faith, and time will do the rest. 
This is the price that you must pay for pai-don. 
• 


BAJAZET. 

Should I consent, ’twould be to wreak revenge 
On you, to make my horror and my scorn 
Brand you with infamy before the world. 

But fury surely makes me mad, that thus 
I whet your rage against poor Atalide ! 

If I am guilty, she is no accomplice ; 

I^ou are wrong’d, no part had she therein ; 
Unmoved by selfish jealousy, she urged 
That I should give both heart and hand to you. 
Let not my fault stain her transcendent virtue. 

out your wrath, but temper it with justice; 
Witho\ffc delay perform the Sultan’s orders ; 
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But let my death at least be free from hatred. 

Not her has Amurath's sentence doom’d with me, 
Then spare a life unfortunate enoupjh : 

Add this last favour to so many others. 

And if you ever held me dear — 

ROXANA. 

Depart ! 


Scene 5. 

Roxana, Fatima. 

ROXANA. 

Never again shalt thou behold me, traitor; ^ 
Thou marchest to the tomb that is thy due. 

FATIMA 

Atalide craves your ear a moment, Madam, 
And fain would do obeisance at your feet. 

She wishes to confide to you a secret 
That touches you mere nearly than herself. 

ROXANA. 

Yes, let her come. You, follow Bajazet, 

And, when the time comes, tell me of his fate. 


Scene 6. 

Roxana, Ataltde. 

ATALIDE. 

I come not now to play the hypocrite, 

Too long have I abused your goodness, Madam ; 
I blush to feel that I deserve your hatred, 

And prostrate at your feet confess my crime. 
Yes, Madam, it is true, I have deceived you ; 
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My own hearths passion all my care engross’d, 

At sight of Bajazct you were forgotten, 

And every word I spoke betray’d my trust ; 

I loved him^rom a child, and, ever since, 

To Iceej) him mine has been my constant study, 
llis royal mother, blind to Fate’s decree, 

Ffivour d our union, and prepared his ruin. 

You loved him latei’, bettcT far for both 
If you had known my heart, or, hiding yours, 

Had with less confidence reposed on mine. 

I do not wrong myself to juvstify 

Tlie prince. I swear by Heav’ii, that sees my shame, 

By those great ancestors from whom I spring, 

Who kneel with me thus at your feet and plead 
For iiicir own blood, the purest they have left : 

With time you would have won the love you sought, 
And Bajazet been vanquisli’d by your charms, 

Had not my jealousy been prompt to urge 

All that might liold him back ; naught I neglected, 

Piteous comj)laints, or t(*ars, or indignation. 

And bade him reverence his mother’s ashes. 

This very day, the climax of misfortune, 

Beproaching him with having raised your hoj)es. 

And laying to his charge my death, I strove 
With earnest importunity to wrest 
A pledge that, giv’n at last against his will. 

Has jdunged him into ruin with myself. 

But '^hy should you bo weary of your kindness, 

Or dwell upon past coldness ? It was I 
Who forced him to untie the knot, which soon 
Will bind your hearts once more when I am gone. 
And yet, howe’er my crime may merit death, 

Do not, yourself, inflict just punishment, 

Nor show Roxana to his frenzied eyes 
Red with the blood of Atalide, but spare 
His tender heart so violent a shock. 

Ydu need not fear to leave me to my fate ; 

The stroke of death will suffer no delay 
Thereby, nor fail your triumph to secure. 

Omwn him, and in a hero’s love rejoice : 

My death be my concern, his life be yours. 
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Go, Madam, go; and, ere you can return, 

You shall not need to fear a rival more. 

ROXANA. 

I have no claim to sacrifice so great ; 

I judge myself and know my own demerits. 

So far from parting you, I mean to-day 

To bind you in inseparable bonds 

For ever. Soon your eyes shall feast U 2 :>on him. 

Fise — 

Fatima ! What wild alarm has seized her ! 


Scene 7. 

Eoxana, Atalide, Fatima. 

FATIMA. 

Ah, Madam, come and see how all the jmlace 
Is in possession of the traitor Achmet : 

His friends with sacrilegious hands have forced 
An entrance right into the royal harem. 

Your trembling slaves, half of their number fled, 
Doubt whether he obeys or violates 
Your will. 

ROXANA. 

Let’s hasten to confound the traitors. 
You, guard my captive, if you love your life. 


Scene 8. 

Atalide, Fatima. 

ATALIDE. 

Alas ! I know not which should have my pray’rs, 
The purposes of I oth alike unknown. 

If any pity for such woes can touch you, 

I beg you, Fatima,, not to betray 
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Roxana’s secrets, but to tell me only 
How fareS'it now with hapless Bajazet. 

Say, have you seen him ? Is his life in danger ? 

FATIMA. 

I feel compassion for your troubles. Madam. 

. ’ ATALIDE. 

What ! Has Roxana giv’u the fatal order 
Alroiidy ? 

FATIMA. 

I am pledged to secrecy. 

ATALIDE. 

Unhappy wretch, but tell me that he lives. 

FATIMA. 

’Tis much as life is worth to sj)eak a word. 

ATALIDE. 

Too cruel thus to torture. Make an end ; 

And give her yet a surer proof of zeal, 

This silence pains worse than a dagger’s point. 

Pitiless slave of a barbarian captive, 

»She fain would slay me, — pierce this heart yourself, 

Anti show yourself worthy of such a mistress. 

You caunot keep me here ; this very hour 
I must see Bajazet, or else must die. 

Scene 9. 

Atalidb, Achmet, Fatima. 

ACHMET. 

Ah, tell me, Madam, where is Bajazet ? 

Have I yet time to save him ? I have search’d 

Thg. palace through and through. At our first entmnee 

We parted company ; with gallant Osman 
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Went half our valiant comrades, and the rest 
Have follow’d me elsewhere with hasty steps ; 
But all in vain, for frighten’d slaves alone 
And flying women meet my anxious eyes. 

ATALIDE. 

Alas, I know his fate e’en less than you. 

This slave can tell you all. 

ACHMET. 

Fear my just wrath. 

Wretch, answer truly. 


Scene 10. 

Atalide, Achmet, Fatima, Zara*. 

ZARA. 

Madam — 


Wliat is it ? 


atalide. 

Well, dear Zara, 


Is dying. 


ZARA. 

Fear no longer, for your foe 

ATALIDE. 

Who ? Roxana 


ZARA. 

Ay, and what 

May more surprise you, Orcan’s hand has done it. 


Orcan ? 


ATALIDE. 


ZARA. 

No doubt despair at baffled crime 
Has goaded him to take this other victim. 
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ATALIDE. 

Heav’n's justice then has succour'd innocence ! 

The princ^ yet lives. Eun, Achmet, and release him. 

ZARA. 

You will learn all the truth from Osman's lips, 

*WTio saw it done. 


Scentr 11 . 

Atalide, Achmet, Osman, Zara. 

ACHMET. 

Have not her eyes deceived her ? 
Is the Sultana dead ? 

OSMAN. 

Yes, 1 have seen 

Th* assassin's dagger from her heart withdrawn 
Wet with her blood. *Twas Orcan's cruel hand 
That did the deed, not unpremeditate, 

For he had secret orders from the Sultan 
To slay her lover first, and then Koxana. 

Ere we drew near Orcan caught sight of us : 
“Aspect," said he, “your ro^al master's mandate, 
And recognize his own imperial seal. 

Hence, traitors, quit the palace you profane." 

Saying these words, he left his dying victim, 
Approach'd us, and with blood-stain'd hand unfolded 
The written order Amurath had giv'n 
The wretch, to execute this double murder. 

But, loath to hear him longer, we, my lord. 
Transported by the rage and grief that seized us, 
\Yifh fierce impatience struck the monster down, 

And so avenged the blood of Bajazet. 

ATALIDE. 

Bajazet? 


II. 


F 
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ACUMET. 

Wliat say you ? 


Did you not know it ? 


OSMAN. 

Ho is dead. 


ATALIDE. 

Gracious Heav’n 


OSMAN. ^ 

Itoxana, 

F(rariiig your succour nigh, madden’d with fury, 
His life abandon’d to the fat^il bowstring. 

That saddest of all sights myself I saw, 

And vainly sought some lingering spark of life ^ 
The prin(,*e was dead. Around his body lay, 

Dying or dead, a noble band who fought 
For vengeance, and, by numbers overwhelm’d. 
Accompanied his s])irit to the shades. 

Now all is lost, and we must save ourselves. 


ACHMET. 

Ah, cruel Fates, to what have ye reduced me ! 

Madam, I know the loss that you have suffer’d 
In Bajazet, and reverence your sorrow 
Too much to offer you the i)oor support 
Of hearts whose hopes lean’d only upon him ; 

His death has overwhelm’d me with despair, 

No wish have I to save this guilty head, 

But comrades in misfortune claim my care. 

And to the end their lives will I defend. 

As to yourself, if you would shelter find 
In some far distant land, consider now 
If you will trust my guidance : masters here, 

My faithful friends your wishes will await. 

While I, the favorable moment seizing, 

Hasten to make all needful prei)aration ; 

Then, where the sea washes the palace walls, 

My vessels, furnish’d for their voyage, shall fetch you. 
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Scene 12. 

Atalide, Zara. 

ATALIDE. 

^11 then iit last is over ! My deceits, 

Unjust suspicions, and accurst capricee. 

Tlaye brought me to this ho\ir of agony 
When thro* my crime I see my lover die ! 

Was it not misery enough for me 

That cruel h'^atc should doom me to survive him, 

That I must suffer torment i)ast endurancti 
Knowing his death due to my jealous madness ? 

Yes, my beloved, it is I have slain thee, 

T only, not Roxana, nor the Sultan. 

My hand ft was that wove the fatal snare 
Into whose hateful meshes thou hast fall’n. 

Yet I outlive this horror at my heart, 

T, who so lately felt my senses leave me 
At the mere dread of danger to his life. 

Alas, and has my very love destroy M thee ? 

I cannot think upon it more ; be swift, 

My trusty hand, and let my blood alone. 

Ye heroes, who in him should have revived 
Tour glory, whose repose I have disturb'd ; 

Uiiliappy Mother, who with otlier hopes 
Didst tell me tliat ho loved me when a boy ; 

Ill-fated Achmet, friends disconsolate, 

And thou, Roxana, banded all against me, 

Come, add fresh anguish to a frantic heart. 

And take on me the vengeance I deserve. 

{She hills herself.) 

ZARA. 

A]^, Madam — She is dead. Would God that I, 

Heart broken as I am, with her might die ! 
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INTRODUCTION TO MITIIRIDATES. 

M ITHE.1DATES appeitrod in 1(5 73. None of the 
characters impress one with any very lively feeling ; 
the stru^f^fe in Xiphares between amorous rivalry and 
filial devotion is ])orhaps the nearest approach made to 
powerful treatiTKmt. The play has a tragic ending so far 
as the fate of the nominal hero is concerned ; but the chief 
interest of the reader or spoct-ator is centred in the mutual 
affection ^)f Monima and Xiphares, from the free indul- 
gence of which all obstacles are removed by the final 
catastrophe. The closing scene, however, is one of sorrow 
and lamentation, in which the cry of “ How are the mighty 
fallen suffers no sound of rejoicing to be heard. 

Tlie historical foatun‘8 of the character and career of 
Mithridat(?s VI. are in the main preserved, but Racine 
lias complicated his relations with his sons by ^epresenting 
Monima as exerting an influence over them which is due to 
his own romantic imagination. Monima was in reality 
put to death by order of Mithridates, to prevent her falling 
into ^he hands of his previous conqueror, Lucullus. This 
was in the year n.c. 71, whereas his own death did not 
occur till B.c. 63, 



CHARACTERS. 


MiTiiRiDATES, Kincj of Pontus and of 'tminy other States. 
Monima, betrothed to Miihridates^ and already declared Qnccn. 

Phahnaces, MtthridateSy hut by different mothers. 

XiriiAiiES, / y if M 

Ardatbs, Friend of Mithridates^ and Governor of Kyniphceu/n. 
PiiasDiMAj F'tiend of Monirha. 

Aroas, Servant of Mithridates, 

Guards. 


The stHjne is laid at Njmphjeiim, a seaport on the Cimmerian Bos- 
phorus, in the Tauric Chersonesus (now the Crimea.) 



MITHRIDATES. 

A TRAGEDY. 


ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

XiPHABES, ArBATES. 
XIPUAEES. 

We have received a true report, Arbatcs ; 

Rome triumphs, Mithridates is no more. 

The Romans in a night attack surprised 
My father’s wonted prudence, near Euphraf es ; 
The conflict was a long one, hut at last 
His army, routed, left him on the field 
Aincfng the slain, and into Pompey’s hand 
A soldier, as I hear, his sword and crown 
Deliver’d. Thus he who for forty years 
Had baffled all Rome’s bi-avest generals. 

And in the east with uniform success 
Maintain’d the common cause of all her kings. 
Dies, leaving two ill-fated sons behind. 

At variance with each otlier, to avenge him. 

AKBATES. 

You and your brother. Prince ! And does desire 
To mount your father’s throne already make you 
A^oe to Phamaces ? 
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XIPHARES. 

Nay, at such price 

I would not buy, Arbatcs, the mere wreckage 
Of an ill-fated empire. I respect 
His birthright, and, contented with the States 
Assign’d to me, shall see without regret 
All that Rome’s friendship promises fall ready 
Into his hands. 

ARBATES. 

Rome’s friendship with a son 
Of Mithridates ! Is it true, my lord ? 

XIPHARES. 

Ay, Pharnaoes has long at heart been Roman, 

And now on Rome and Pompey rest his hopes : 
While I, more faithful to my sire than ever, 

Still to the Romans vow undying hatred. * 

But *tis the least source of our strife that rises 
From his pretensions and my enmity. 

ARBATFS. 

What other motive arms your wrath against him ? 

XIPHARES. 

I shall surprise you. This fair Monima, 

Who won the King our father’s heart, of whom 
My brother since declares himself the lover — 

ARBATES. 

Well, Prince ? 

XIPHARES. 

I love her, and may own my passion 
Now that that brother is my only rival. 

Doubtless you wonder at the words I speak, 

But ’tis no secret of a few short days, 

Long has this love of mine grown up in silence. 

How I could make you realize its ardour, 

My earliest sighs, my latest disappointment ! 

But in ^lie state to wliich we are reduced 
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’Tis no fit time to task my memory 
With the recital of an amorous tale. 

Let it suffice, to justify myself, 

That it was*I who first beheld the Queen, 

And loved her. Ere the name of Monima 

Had reach’d my father’s ears, her charms had roused 

A lawful passion in my heart. He saw her. 

And courted her, hut with unworthy suit, 

Deemin^^ that she would i>rove an easy conquest. 
Without presuming to claim marriage honours. 

You know how warmly he assail’d her virtue, 

And, weary of a long and fruitless struggle. 

Absent, hut never parted from his passion. 

He by your hands sent her his diadem. 

Judge of my grief, when tidings came that told 
Too ti uly of the purpose of the King, 

How Monima his destined bride had taken 
Her journey hither under your protection ! 

*Twas then, ah! odious time, my mother’s eyes 
Were open’d to the offers of the Homans. 

Whether in jealous rage at these new nujitials. 

Or to procure me Pompey’s pow’rful favour. 

My father she betray’d, and gave to Home 
The town and treasures to her care intrusted. 

How did my mother’s crime affect my feelings ? 

No more I saw a rival in my father, 

I thought not of the love his own had cross'd, 

And hi^d no eyes but for my father’s wrongs. 

Soon I attack’d the Romans ; and my mother, 
Distracted, saw me wounded to the death 
Recovering tlie place she had surrender’d, 

And with my dying breath cursing her name. 

Since then the Euxinc has been free, and so 
Remains ; from Pontus to the Bosphorus 
All own’d my father’s sway ; his fleet victorious 
Found winds and waves its only enemies. 

More I would fain have done ; I thought, Arbatos, 
To march upon Euphrates to his rescue. 

When I was stunn’d by tidings of his death. 

But mingled with my tears, I will confess it, 

Back ta my thoughts came Charming Monima, 
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Intrusted by my father to your hands. 

In these sad times I trembled for her life, 

Dreading that in his cruel jealousy 

The King, as oft before with many a mistress,* 

Might means have taken to secure her death. 

Hither 1 flew, and ’neath NymphiBum’s walls 
My anxious eyes encounter’d Pharnaces, 

A sight, I trow, of evil augury. 

You received both of us, and know the rest. 

Hasty in all his actions, Pharnaces 

Of his presumptuous wishes made no secret, 

Related to the Queen my father’s ruin, • 

And, since the King was dead, offer’d liimsclf 
To fill his place ; nor will his deeds fall short 
Of words. I too will show what I can do. 

The love that bade me reverence a sire 
•To whom from childhood I have own’d subinii^sion. 
This very love, now rising in revolt. 

Scorns the authority of this new rival. 

Either the suit I venture to advance 
Must be by Monima herself rejected, 

Or else, whatever ill may come of it, 

She shall not be another’s, ’while I live. 

Thus have I told the secrets of my heart ; 

With you it rests to choose the side you take. 
Which of us seems the worthier of allegiance, 

The slave of Rome, or Mithridates’ son V 
Proud of her friendship, Pharnaces, no doubt. 
Thinks to command all here, and to dictate 
To me, where I refuse to own his pow’r : 

His heritage is Pontus, Colchis mine, 

And ever have the Colchian princes claim’d 
This Bosphorus as to their realms belonging. 

ARBATES. 

Whatever strength I have is at your service. 

My choice is made already, I will do 
My duty, and the self-same zeal and valour 
With which I served your father and maintain’d 
This place against your brother and yourself, 

Now that the King is dead, shall aid your efforts • 
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Against all foes. Had it not been for you, 

My certain death would, I know well, have follow’d 
Your brother’s entrance, and my blood have stain’d 
These rampft»rts which he vainly sought to storm. 
As to the Queen, you need not fear her choice, 

And for the rest, unless false shadows mock me, 
Pharnaces soon will leave you master here 
To reap elsewhere the liarvest of Rome’s bounty. 

^ XIPHARES. 

Tlianks, dear Arbates ! 

But 1 hear a footstep. 

Leave me, my friend. ’Tis Mouinia herself. 


Scene 2. 

Monima, Xiphares. 

MONIMA. 

My lord, I come to you ; for if to-day 
You help me not, then my last hope is gone. 
Orxihaii’d and friendless, full of fears, forsaken, 
Long call’d a queen, yet all the time a caj>tive, 

A widow now tho’ never yet a wife. 

These are, my lord, the lightest of my woes. 

I tremble in your ears to breathe the name 
Of my oppressor, but a heart so great 
Will not, I trust, to ties of kindred blood 
Between you, sacrifice the tears of grief. 

Ay, now you know his name. ’Tis Pharnaces, 
’Tis he, my lord, whose criminal presumption 
Would by main force fast bind me to himself 
In wedlock that to me were worse than death. 
What baleful star must on my birth have shone ! 
Destined to loveless union with another, 

Scarce am I free to taste a moment’s peace 
When to a yoke yet heavier I must bend. 
Perchance, more humble in my misery, 
i^shoul^ remember that it is his brother 
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To whom I speak. But whether reason prompts. 
Or fate, or hatred that with him confounds 
The Rome whose aid he seeks, no marriage yet 
Was e’er more odious than the one I dread. * 
And if I cannot move you with my tears, 

It* 1 have naught to trust but my despair, 

At the same altar where I stand a bride 
You shall see Moiiiiiia, thus only freed 
From tyranny, fall stricken to the heart, 

A hc‘art tliat no’('r was hers to give away. 

XIPHARES. , 

Madam, of iny obedience rest assured ; 

Here your authority is paramount : 

Let Pharnaces, if so he will, elsewhere 
Make himself dreaded. But you know not yet 
All your distress. « 

MONIMA, 

All, what fresh trouble then 
Frowns upon Monima ? 


XIPHARES. 

If loving you 
Is sin, not Pharnaces alone is guilty ; 

My crime is worse a thousand times than his. 

MONIMA. 

Yours ? 

XIPHARES. 

Reckon this the climax of misfortunes. 
Invoke the heav’nly Pow’rs, if so you must, 
Against a seed accurst, born to torment 
And persecute you, sire and sons alike. 

But howsoever bitter the surprise 

With which you hear me own this fatal love. 

Never could all your woes together reach 
The anguish of my efforts to conceal it. 

Yet think not that, like Pharnaces, my brother, 

I serve you now to take his place hereafter ; 

You would be free, I i^ledge my word you shall be,* 
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Neither on Pliarnacea nor me dependent. 

But when your wishes have been satisfied, 

Where will you choose the place of your retreat ? 
Ill regions fife* remote or near my States ? 

Sliall I be sufPer^d to escort you thither ? 

With the same eye will 3^011 regard my homage 
Aiid his oppression ? Flying from my rival. 
From me too will you fly ? And for reward 
Of faithful service banish me for ever ? 


MONIMA. 

Ah, what is this you toll me ? 


XI CHARES. 

If advantage 

In time, fair Monima, confers a right, 

Here I assure you it was I who first 
Saw and admired, resolved to make you mine, 
When, to my sire luiknowu, your budding charms 
Bejoiced your in other’s eye, and hors alone. 

If, by my duty forced to quit your side, 

I could not all my ardent love display, 

Have you lost all remembrance of the grief 
With which I oft bewailM that sad constraint ^ 
Have you forgotten my last fond farewells 
At parting from the sight of your sweet eyes ? 

My heart alone retains those memories ; 

Confess that I recall a vanish’d dream. 

While far from you and hopeless of return 
I cherish’d still an unrecpxited love, 

You well content to wed my sire, scarce heaved 
A single sigh in sympathy for me. 


Alas ! 


MONIMA. 

XIPHABES. 

Bid my distress one moment move you ? 


MONIMA. 

ince, do not mock me in my misery. 
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XIPHABES. 

Mock you ? Ye gods ! when eager to defend you, 
Daring to press no claim, asking for nothing^ 
What shall I say, then ? When I give my promise 
To place you where you ne’er shall see me more ! 

MONIMA. 

You promise what you never will perform. 


XIPHABES. 


What ! Will you not helicve my solemn oath ? 
Think you that I shall so abuse my pow’r, 

And that I mean to curb your liberty ? 

Explain yourself, I pray you. 

Someone comes. 


One word. 


MONIMA. 


Protect me from your brother’s rage : 
To make me grant consent to see you. Sir, 

You need not have recourse to tyranny. 


XIPHABES. 

Ah, Madam ! 

MONIMA. 

Prince, you see your brother comes. 


Scene 3. 

Monima, Phaenaces, Xiphabes. 

PHABNACES. 

How long will you expect my father, Madam ? 
Fresh witness to his death arrives each moment 
To satisfy your doubt and chide delay. 

Come, fly with me from this delightless clime, 
Whose savage aspect cannot but remind you 
Of bondage hard ; obedient subjects wait you 
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’Nea,th happier skies and worthier of your charms. 
Pontus has long acknowledged you her queen, 

Still wears your brow the royal diadem 
As token oi your sovereignty, and pledge 
Of her assured submission to your sway. 

I by my father’s will am master there, 

And 'tis my i>i*ivilegc to keej) his i^romise. 

]?ut, tiust me, time is pressing, tarry not, 

Our marriage and departure must be hasten’d ; 
Our common interests and my heart demand it. 

My ships are ready, waiting to receive you, 

And from the altar you may go aboard, 

Queen of the^cas that are to bear you hence. 

MONIJMA. 

Such kindness, Sir, I find too overwhelming. 

But since time presses, and I needs jnust answer, 
May I without disguise freely express 
The secret feelings of my heart V 

PHARNACES. 

You may, 

And that without reserve. 

MONIMA. 

To you I think 

My^origiii is known ; of Ephesus 
A nativft, but of royal ancestry. 

Kings were my sires, or heroes whom erewliile 
Greece for their virtues rank’d higher tliaii kiiigs. 
When Mithridates saw me, E2>hesus 
And all Ionia crown’d his i)rosperoiis arms. 

.T^s pledge of faithful love he deign’d to send me, 
- My family i)ros\iined not to disi>ute 
His sovereign will. A slave, tW crown’d, I went 
To J)e his bride, as fortune had ordain’d. 

While he in Pontus waited to receive me, 

New projects call’d him thence, and he obey’d 
The summons to wage war against the Romans, 
Q^nding me hither to avoid the storm. 

II. • o 
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I came, and here I still abide. My father 
Paid dear, however, for that dangerous honour, 

For the first victim of victorious Borne 
Was Philopcemen, sire of Monima; 

A fatal title, costing him his life. 

It was to speak of that I wish’d to see you. 

However justly moved to indignation, 

I have no army to oppose to Rome ; 

Helpless I vritneas all her injuries, 

No sceptre mine nor soldiers to avenge me, 

Only a heart to feel. All I can do 
Is to be faithful to my filial duty. 

Nor in my father’s blood imbrue my hands 
By wedding you, the sworn ally of Rome. 

PHARNACES. 

Why speak you thus of Rome and her alliance ? 

Why this suspicion and these words of anger? 

Who told you that the Romans are my friends ? 

MONIMA. 

Can you, my lord, deny that so it is ? 

How could you offer welcome as a queen 
To me where all the land is in their pow’r. 

Did not a secret treaty with the Romans 
Smooth your way thither and secure your throne ? 

PHARNACES. 

I might inform you of my purposes, 

For which I have good reasons, and could state them. 
If, leaving once for all these vain disguises, 

You had explain’d to me your secret feelings. 

But now, long baffled, I begin to gather 
The meaning of your manifold excuses ; 

I see an int’rest you would fain conceal. 

Another than a father prompts your speech. 

EIPHARES. 

Whatever motive may inspire her words, 

At least, Sir, they deserve no doubtful answer, 
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Nor should your just resentment against Kome 
One moment hesitate to burst in fury. 

Wliat ! After having learned our sire's disgrace, 
Slow to a^nge him, swift to fill his place, 

Shall we forget our honour and his blood ? 

We kuow that he is dead, but he may lie 
IJnburied. While your soul with eager hope 
Dwells on the thought of hymeneal bliss. 

This King, whom all the East, full of his feats, 
justly name her last and greatest Iuto, 

In his own realms deprived of funeral rites, 

Or laid dishonour'd 'mid a meaner crowd. 
Perchance accuses Heav’n’s unjust neglect 
And two unworthy sons who dare not fight 
For vengeance. Why should we lurk longer here ? 
If aiij^ prince still free in all the world, 

Parthian, §armatian, Scythian, loves his freedom, 
There let us find allies and march beside them. 

To live or die, true sons of Mithridates. 

Whatever love beguiles us, let us think 
Rather of rescue from a foreign yolco, 

Tlian of constraining hearts that will not yield. 

PHARNACES. 

He knows your feelings. Was I wrong, fair lady ? 
Your father and my fancied league with Rome 
Are but the pretext for a stronger reason. 

XIPHARES. 

Her secret feelings arc to mo unknown ; 

But if I thought, like you, that I could read them, 
I would submit my claims to their decision. 

PHARNACES. 

You would do well ; and I too know my duty. 

I.am not bound to copy your example. 

XIPHARES. 

Here know I none at least who may presume 
• To shape his conduct on another model. 



84 


kacine’s works. 


[act I. 


PHABNACES. 

So might you boast in Colchis I admit. 

XIPHARES. 

Here and in Colchis is my right the same. 

PHAEN VCES. 

Not here, I ween, if you would ’scape destruction. 


Scene 4. 

Mon IMA, Pharnaces, Xiphares, Phcedima. 

pnasDiMA. 

Princes, the sea is all aliv(3 with ships, 

And soon, despite the tidings of his death, 

Will Mithridates disembark in person, 

MONIMA. 

The King ! 

XIPHARES. 

My father ! 

PHARNACES. 

Wliat is this I Lear ! 

PHCEDIMA. 

Despatch boats have arrived to bring the news ; 

’Tis he himself, and, promi>t to pay due homage, 

Arbates goes to greet him ere he lands. 

XIPHARES (to Monima), 

What have we done ! 

MONIMA (to XiPHARES). 

Farewell, Prince. Wondrous tidings 
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Scene 5. 

Pharnaces, Xir hares. 

, pharnaces (aside). 

The King returns! Ah, cruel stroke of Fortune 1 
My life and love are both in jeopardy. 

1 h’*expected Konians will arrive too late : 

What shall I do 

(To XiPHARES.) 

I know your heart is sore, 

I can imagine her sad words at parting ; 

Put tins is not tlio time to speak of that, 

Cares mor(i;important task our thoughts to-day. 
The King returns, perchance implacable ; 

More dreadful he, the more unfortunate. 

Tlie peril is far worse than you suppose ; 

W e verily are guilty, and you know him, 

How rarely tenderness disarms his rage. 

His sous can have no more relentless judge. 

As shown to two of them who died the victims 
Of mer<» suspicion. Wo have greater reason 
To fear, each for himself, and for the Quecsi. 

1 ])ity her the more, the more he loves her ; 

Fol’ anjorous ardour piejucs his jealousy. 

And hatred ever far outstrips his love. 

Place no reliance on his past afCection, 

His jealous fury will burn all the fiercer. 
Consider well. The favour of the army 
Ts yours. I speak not of mine own resources. 
Be ruled by me. Let us secure our pardon, 
Make ourselves masters of this place, and so 
Force him to offer to his sons such terms 
AS they shall be contented to accept. 

XIPHARES. 

Ji recognize my guilt, and know my father, 

My inolher’s crime besides have I to boar ; 



Racine’s works. 


(act I. 


86 ' 


# 


'^ut tho’ my eyes are dazzled still with love, 
When comes my sire I cannot but obey him. 


PHABNACES. 

Let us at least be faithful to each other ; 

You know my secret, I have read your own. 

The King, devising ever dangerous wiles, 

Will turn our slightest words to onr destruction ; 
You know his way, how tenderness can mask 
Deceitful hatred. Lead and I will follow. 

Since it must needs bo so, but, while submittfng 
To duty, let us scorn to act the traitor. 


ACT II. 

Scene 1. 

Monima, Pikedima. 

PHCCniMA. 

What ! you here still, when Mithridates lands ! 

When all are flocking to the shore in welcome ! 

What mean you, Madam ? What remembrance checks 
Your steps, and makes you turn them back ? Will yoy 
OfCend a King whoso soul adores you only, • 

Almost his wife — 

MONIMA. 

Not yet, dear Phoedima ; 

And till that time I think my duty bids me 
Await him here, and not go forth to greet him. 

PHCEDIMA. 

Nay, you must not regard him as a lover 
Of common rank. Betrothed to this great King, 
Bound by a father’s promise, you have pledges 
Which, when he will, the solemn rites of marriage 
May ratify. Go forth, and show yourself. 
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MONIMA, 

See, would you nave me meet him as I am ? 
Look at thf& tear-stain’d face, and tell me rather 
To hide myself than seek his presence thus. 

. PHCEDIMA. 

Heav’ns ! What is this ? 


MONIMA. 

It kills me, his return! 

Wretch tliat*I am, how can I dare to face him ? 

His diadem on my brow, and in my heart — 

Can you not read its secret in these blushes ? 

^ PHCEDIMA. 

What, is it so ? Crush’d by the same alarms 
That made you shed so many tears in Greece ? 

Your path seems always cross’d by Xiphares, 

MONIMA. 

Greater than you can think is my distress. 

Then, in my thoughts I dwelt on Xiphares 
Only as noble, virtuous, and brave ; 

I know not that, inflamed with love for me, 

He was of mortals the most amorous. 

PHCEDIMA. 

He loves you, Madam ? And this charming hero — 

MONIMA. 

Is no less wretched, Phoedima, than I. 

His heart adores me, and the self-same sorrow 
That here tormented me elsewhere consumed him. 

PHCEDIMA, 

Knows he how far he has secured your favour ? 

Is he. aware you love him ? 
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MONIMA. 

No, dear friend. 

Heav’ii guarded me from that ; I kept strict silence, 
Or said at most but half of what I felt. 

Ah, if you only know how this sad heart 
Has strivhi its resolution to maintain, 

What conflicts, what assaults I have endured ! 

Hark, Phtt^dinia, I never more will see him, 

If I can help it. Vain were all my efforts, 

I should be forced to speak, were I again 
To see his grief. He’ll come in spite of mo, 

And tear my socr<^t from me ; but no joy t 
His love will thence derive ; so dear the cost, 

’Twere better had his bliss remain’d unknown. 


PHCEDIMA. 

See, they arc coming. What is to bo done ? » 

MONIMA. 

I cannot, will not meet him, thus distracted. 


Setne 2. 

Mithridates, Pharnaces, Xiphares, Arb.vi'Es, 
Guards. 

MITHRIDATES. 

Princes, whate’er excuses you may frame. 

Your duty never should have brought you hither, 

Nor made you quit, at such a time of need, 

Pont us and Colchis, to your care confided. 

But an indulgent faiJicr is your judge. 

Those rumours you believed which I myself 
Dispersed ; and, since you wish it, I will doom 
You guiltless, and thank Heav’n for this our meeting. 
Vanquish’d as I have been, and all but shipwreck’d, 

I nurse a project worthy of my courage, 

-Of which you soon shall learn the full details. 

But go, and leave me to repose a moment. 
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Scene 3. 

Mithridates, Akbates. 

MITHRIDATES. 

A year is gone, and once again you see me, 

But not as erst the favourite child of Fortune, 

Who kept the destinies of Borne suspended, 

Her •rival for the empire of the world : 

I have been conquer’d. Pomi)ey took advantage 
Of darkness tliat left little room for courage ; 

My troops unarm’d, or in the gloom affrighted. 

Their ranks attack’d on all sides unawares, 

While wild disorder magnified their fears 

And made them turn their weapons on their comrades. 

Loud cries k^rrific from the rocks resounding, 

All the worst horrors of a midnight conflict ; 

In such confusion what could valour do 
To lielj) us ? Many fell, flight saved the rest ; 

So great the panic, that I owe my life 
To tidings of my slaughter left behind me. 

, Soiine time unrecognized, I cross’d the Phasis, 

Thence to the foot of Caucasus I press’d, 

Spon I took shipping ready in the Euxine, 

And join’d the scatter’d fragments of my army. 

Thus, driven by disastrous fortune hither, 
In^Boaphorus I find new woes await me. 

With the same love you see me still inflanuid 
As ever ,* and this heart, tho’ fed with carnfige 
And hungry still, desj^ite the weight of years 
And dire misfortunes, passionately clings 
To Monima. where’er I roam, and finds 
Its worst foes here in two ungrateful sons. 

ARBATES. 

Bdth of them, Sire? 

MITHRIDATES. 

Listen. My rage admits 
4rhat Xiphares is different from his brother. 
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I know him ever to my will obedient, 

Hating our common foe as much as I do ; 

And I have seen his valour justify 
My secret tenderness, display’d to please me. 

I know too, ay I know, with what despair, 

To every other claim preferring duty, 

He hasten’d to disown a faithless mother, 

And from her crime won a fresh crown of glory ; 

I dare not, cannot think that, after all, 

So good a son has wilfully offended. 

But what concern had either of them here ? 

Have they not both made offers to the Queei>? 

To which seems secretly her heart inclined ? 

And with what looks shall I myself accost her ? 

Speak. Strongly as I feel her sweet attraction, 

I must be told how matters stand between them. 

What has occurr’d ? What have you seen ? What know 
yoii ? 

How came you to submit ? Since when ? and why ? 

ARBATES, 

Eight days ago did Pharnaces come first 
Beneath these walls, with his authority 
Confirming the vague rumour of your death, 

Impatient for admittance ; but no heed 
Paid I to what I deem’d his rash assertions, 

And deaf remain'd, until the Prince, his brother, 

Less by his words, my liege, than by his tears 
Assured me of their truth on his arrival. 

MITHRIDATES. 

What did they then ? 

AKBATES. 

Scarce had the former enter’d. 
When in hot haste he urged his amorous suit, 

And promised as her husband to secure 
To her the diadem your hand bestow’d. 

MITHRIDATES. 

The traitor ! What, without a moment giv’n 



SCENE 3 .] ^ MITHRIDATES. 

To shed the teara that to my shade were due ! 

What of his brother ? 

• AKBATES. 

Till this very day 
His conduct has betray’d no sij»’n of love, 

But all his soul, in sympathy with yours, 

ifas seem’d to breathe no thought but war and vengeance. 

• MITHRIDATES. 

What piirj)ose brought him hither, then, Arbates ? 

ARBATES. 

That you will learn sooner or later. Sire. 

MITHRIDaTES. 

Speak, I command you ; I must hear it now. 

ARBATES. 

E’en till this very day his plea has l>con 
That he was justified, after your death. 

In reckoning this province as his own ; 

And, calling courage to support his claim, 

He came to take his heritage by force. 

• MITHRIDATES. 

• 

That were the least reward he could expect, 

Should Heav’n permit me to bequeath my pow’r. 

I breathe once more, Arbates, glad at heart : 

I trembled, I confess, both for a son 
Beloved, and for myself lest I had lost 
So sure a stay, and found myself at war 
With such a rival ; not like Phamaces 
Who has so long confronted my displeasure. 

Aid, holding Rome in secret admiration. 

Has ne’er opposed her but with sore reluctance. 

And if with favour Monima regards him, 

Lavish elsewhere of love that is my due, 

*Then woe betide the wretch who comes to rob me. 
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Defies his feather and disdains his yoke ! 
Say, does she love him ? 


ARBATES. 

Here she comes, iiiy liege. 


Scene 4. 

Mithridates, Monima. 

MITHRIDATES. 

Madam, kind Heav’n at last has brought me back 
To you, and, seconding my tender wishes, 
liestores you to my love fairer than ever. 

I little thought that I should have to wait 
So long to celebrate our marriage rites, 

Nor that misfortune, marking my return, 

Would show my sorrow rather than my love. 

Yet *tis that love which leads me to your sidt% 

Nor let me choose another place of refuge ; 

And my worst troubles lose their bitterness 
Tf but my presence here brings none to you. 

To tell mo so, only vouchsafe to hear me. 

Have you not long look’d forward to this clay ? 
You wear a pledge of my sincerity, 

Which ever tells you that you are my own. 

Come then, and let us seal our mutual vows ; 

Far hence the voice of Glory summons ns, 

And, without hindrance to this grand design, 
Wedded to-day, we must depart to-morrow. 

MONIMA. 

Your will is law ; the authors of my life 
Their sovereign empire have on you conferr’d ; 
Whene’er you choose to exercise that right, 

I have no other answer but t’ obey. 

MITHRIDATES. 

So, Madam, to an irksome yoke submissive. 
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You to the altar go but as a victim ; 

A.nd I, constraining a reluctant heart, 

Shall owe no thanks to you for its possession. 
Think you that such compliance can content me ? 
Must I henceforth, clespairiug of your love, 

Aspire to be your tyrant, nothing more ? 

Have my misfortunes then made you despise mo ? 
Ah, v/ore I yet now conquests to attem])!, 

With every obstacle i.o check my march, 

To Iqjver depths cast down by hostile Fate, 
Vanquish M, pursued, helpless, my sceptre lost. 
Flying from sea to sea, less king than pirate, 

The name of Ulithri dates only left me, 
h!now that that name alone, renown’ d in story, 
Would win for me the world’s admiring gaze; 
lliere ;;ould not be a king worthy to reign 
Wlio, seated on his throne*, would not prefer 
To royal spk^ndour my more glorious ruin, 

Which Rome and forty years have scarce effected. 
With other eyes would you yourself behold me. 

If ill your soul your Grecian sires revived. 
xVnd since, in fine, your husband I must be. 

Were it not nobler, worthier of yourself. 

To freely choose what you accept from duty, 
Oppose to Fortune’s buffets your esteem. 

And, sootliing my distress, give me a balm 
Against clesj^air that dogs misfortune’s steps? — 
What, Madam, have you no reply to make ? 
Serves all my ardour only to confound you ? 

Still you are dumb, and, even worse than silence, 

I see, tho’ you would hide them, rising tears. 

MONIMA. 

Oh, no, ray lord ! I have no tears to shod. 

Have you not had my answer ? I obey. 

And is it not enough — 

MITHRIDATES. 

Nay, it is not. 

liunderstand this better than you think : 
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I see tliey told me true, just jealousy 
By your owu words is but too well confirm’d ; 

A faithless son, smitten by such rare beauty, 

I see has wooed, and finds a willing ear. * 

New terrors now T waken in your breast 
For him, but not for long shall he enjoy 
Your care ; if my commands are heeded still, 

On him your faithless eyes have look’d their last. 
Call Xiphares. 

MONIMA 

Alas ! What will you do ? 

lie— 

MITHRIBATES. 

, Xiphares has not betray’d his father, 

You need not be so eager to disown him ; 

He has done nothing to estrange my love, ^ 

Your crime were less, as less would be my shame, 

If one so worthy of your high regard 

Had roused some touches of yet wiirmer feelings. 

But that a traitor, bold in disobedience, 

In whom no virtue palliates presumption. 

That Phamaces, forsooth, should thus supplant me, 
That he should be beloved, and I detested — 


Scene 5. 

Mithridates, Monima, Xiphares. 

MITHRIDATES. 

Come, my son, come, your father is betray’d. 

I have a son who daree to mock my ruin, 

Thwarts my designs, inflicts a fatal wound, 

Ay, to my Queen makes love, and wins her favour, 
Stealing a heart she owes to me alone. 

Yet am I happy in this deep dishonour 
To blame no other son than Phamaces, 

To know a mother’s treason and a brother’s 
Audacious plots have fail'd to make you swerve 
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From duty ! Yes, my son, on you alone 
I lean, and long have chosen you to be 
The worthy comrade of my great designs, 

Heir of my •sceptre and my glorious name. 

Not now may Phariiaces and outraged love 
Engross my thoughts ; the careful preparation 
For an important enteiprise. my ships 
Which 1 must hold in readiness to sail. 

My soldiers whose devotion I would try, 

Demand my presence at this very hour. 

Do you, however, Tiero keep watch for me, 

And foil the plots of an insidious rival ; 

Nor quit tlie^ueen, but strive to overcome 
Her opposition to a King who loves her ; 

Dissucide her from a choice iniquitous, 

And youL' unbiass’d judgment will convince her 
Better than I can. She has proved my weakness. 
Let her not try that tenderness too far. 

Or it may turn to fury, unreponted 

Till vengeance has atoned for wrong resented. 


Scene 6. 

Monima, Xiphares. 

• XIPHARES. 

What shall I say ? How may I understand 
This charge, these words incoiuprohensible r 
Great gods ! Can it be true that Pham aces, 
Too dear to you, indeed deserves this rage ? 
That yonr distress is all for Phamacea ? 

MONIMA. 

Fou Phamaces ! Why speak of Phamaces ? 
Heav’ns ! Is it not enough that this sad day 
Robs me of all I loved for evermore, 

And that I find myself, the slave of duty, 

Fast bound with chains of sorrow and despair ? 
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Must this last insult to my grief be added, 

That I be thought to weep for Phamaces, 

In spite of all my hatred deem'd too dear ? 

I can forgive the King, blinded by anger, 

To him my heart must never be reveal'd ; 

But you, my lord, but you, to treat me so ! 

XIPIIARES. 

Ah, Madam, pardon a distracted lover, 

Who, himself hound by cruel bonds of duty, 

Sees threaten’d loss of all, nor dares take vengeance. 
But how am I to judge of the King’s fury ? * 

What other love is this with his conflicting? 

Who then can be this happy criminal ? 

Speak. 

MONIMA. 

Why so ready to increase your woe 
With seif-inflicted torture ? 

XIPHAEES, 

Ay, these fears 

Add pangs to which it were a light affliction 
To see her whom I love my father’s bride ; 

To see a rival honour’d with your tears. 

This is indeed my crowning agony. 

But in desi)air I fain would know the worst. 

Tell me for pity’s sake who is this lover. 

And change suspicion into certainty. 

MONIMA. 

Is it so hard for you to guess the truth ? 

Just now, when I sought refuge from constraint 
Of pow’r unjust, to whom did I appeal ? 

On whose kind succour did my heart rely ? 

Whose words of love heard I without displeasure ? 

XIPHARES. 

Heav'ns ! Can it be I am the lucky culprit 
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Whom you are pleased to look upon with favour ? 
Was it for Xiphares you deign’d to weep ? 

^ MONIMA. 

Yes, Prince : I cannot keep the secret longer. 

My sorrow is too violent for silence. 

Tho’ Duty’s stern decree condemns my tongue. 

Yet must I violate her harsh commands, 

A^nd utter forlhe first time and the last 

The language of inv heart. Long have you loved me, 

Long*has an cquar tenderness for you 

Moved me with sad concern. Ketrace the time 

When first yofi own’d affection for these charms 

Unworthy of your praise, tho short.-livod hoj)C, 

The trouble that your father’s passion raised, 
Tortnrc'd to lose me and to see him blest, 

To bow to duty when your heart was torn. 

You cannot, Prince, recall those memories 
Without repeating in yoiir own misfortunes 
My story too ; and, when I heard this morning 
Your tale, my heart responded to it all. 

Futile or rathei* fatal sympathy ! 

Union too perfect to be realized I 

Ah 1 with what cruel care did Hcav’n entwine 

Two hearts it never destined for each other ! 

For, howsoe’er my heart is drawn to yours, 

I tell you once for all, where Honour leads 
I needs must follow, even to the altar. 

To swear to you an everlasting silence. 

I hoar you groan ; but, miserable fate, 

Your fatlier claims me, I may ne’er be yours. 

You must yourself support my feeble will. 

And help me from my heart to banish you ; 

Let me at least rely upon your kindness 
My presence to avoid henceforth for ever. 

Have I not said enough. Sir, to persuade you 
How^many reasons urge you to obey me ? 

After this moment, if that gallant heart 
Has ever felt true love for Monima, 

I.urfU not reciOgnize its loyalty 
S^ve by tho care you take to shun me always, 
n. '• w 
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X1PHABE8. 

Great gods ! How terrible a test of love 
111- starred ! How happiness and misery 
Are mine at once ! From what a glorious height 
To what an awful gulf you cast me down ! 

Have I prevail’d to touch a heart like yours, 

And won your love, only to see another 
Possess that heart which fondly clings to mine ? 
Father unjust and cruel, — but with^ 

Unhappy too ! — 

So you would have me fly. 

And yet the King has bidden me attend you . 

What will he say ? 

MONIMA. 

It matters not. Obey me. 
Contrive such reasons as may blind his eyes i 
Prove your heroic nature by an effort 
Supreme. And for your own self-sacrifice 
Tax quick invention, as less noble lovers 
Have done to gratify their cherish’d hopes. 

Weak as I know myself, with life at stake, 

I cannot but distrust my strongest efforts ; 

Tlie sight of you would wake fond memories. 

And guilty sighs betray the aching heart 
Which, torn asunder by a secret strife, 

Would fain fly back to you, pow’rless to bear 

Its separation. But if it depends ^ 

On you to make me cherish thoughts so sweet, 

I know you will do nothing to prevent me 
From vindicating straight offended honour, 

When, searching for your image in my heart, 

My hand shall tear it thence, and leave me free 
From shame. But, ah, while yet a few brief moments 
Are left us, how I take a fatal pleasure 
In seeking to prolong the risk I shun. 

And wish, the more I speak, for one word more. 

Oh, but I needs must force myself to fly, 

Nor lose in parting words the feeble relics 
Of firmness. Prince, I go ; farewell ; remember. 

See me no more ; prove worthy of my tears. 



SCENE 1.] 


MITHBIDATES. 


XIPHABES. 

Ah, Madam — 

She is gone, she will not hear me. 
Unhappy Xiphares, what wilt thou do, 

Banish’d and yet beloved ? One thing is clear. 
The path of duty is for her and thee 
^The same. Swift death must end this agony. 
Yet till her fate is certain, let me wait ; 

And, if a rival Monima must own, 

Dyjng 1*11 yield Jier to the King alone. 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. 

Mithridates, Phabnaces, Xiphabes. 

MITHBIDATES. 

Draw near, my sons. At last the hour is come 
My secret purpose to display before you ; 

All things conspire to aid this noble venture ; 
Nothing remains but to inform you of it. 

I am a fugitive : so hostile Fortune 
Has will’d, but my life’s history you know 
Too well to think that, long courting concealment, 
I should await my lunters in these deserts. 

War has its favours as it has its losses ; 

Already more than once, my course retracing, — 
While, by my flight deceived, the foe in triumph 
Kode thro’ the streets of Romo, ’mid idle plaudits. 
And, graving his vain victories on brass, 

Display’d my conquer’d realms in captive chains, — 
The Bosphorus has seen me with fresh fleets 
Swarming from all her marshes, spreading terror, 
And from astonish’d Asia chasing Rome’s 
Battalions back, undoing in a day 
Work of a year. New times demand new cares. 

I Fiercer attacks ^ave overwhelm’d the East, 
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Its plains are cover’d with yet vaster hosts 
Of Romans, whom the war at our expense 
Enriches. Greedy of all nations* wealth, 

Our rumour’d hoards have drawn the robbers Uhither ; 
In crowds they rush, each of his neighbour jealous, 
Leaving their own to inundate our land. 

I only dare resist : worn or subdued, 

All my allies discard my fatal friendship, 

A burden that their heads can ill support. 

Rom|)ey’s groat name makes his success assured. 

All Asia’s dread ; I will not seek him there. 

Nay, ’tis to Rome, my sons, I mean to march. 
Surprised at this bold stroke, you think perhlps 
Despair alone can give it birth to-day. 

I pardon your mistake ; projects like this 
Seem folly till successfully accomplish’d. 

Do not suppose that Rome from us is parted 
By ramparts of eternal separation : * 

I know each mountain pass that I must traverse, 

And, if not thwarted by untimely death, 

I need not set it farther, three months hence. 

And you shall mount the Capitol Avith me. 

Two days upon the Euxine, never doubt it, 

Will waft us westward to the Danube’s mouth. 
Scythia with me has sworn a strict alliance. 

Which lays the entrance into Europe open. 

There gathering our forces in their ports, 

Their troops will join our ranks, and at each step 
Dacians, Panrionians, Gormans swell our numbers ; 
All wait but for a leader to repel 
The common tyrant. Have not Spain and Gaul 
Sought to excite my vengeance ’gainst those walls , 
That Brennus once laid low ? Yea, Greece herself 
Has by her envoys’ months bljimed me for lack 
Of vigour. Ready to o’erflow on them, 

This torrent, bearing me along, they know 
Will whelm them all. And to prevent its ravage. 
They’ll guide and follow me to Italy. 

There will you find Rome’s name in horror held 
Supreme, the fires still smouldering thro* the laud 
Which Freedom kindled with her dying breath. 



SCENE 1 .] 


MITHEIDATES. 
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No, Princes, ’tis not in earth’s realms remote 
Rome’s galling fetters weigh most heavily : 

The nearer that she is the more ahhorr’d, 

Rome’s greatest enemies are at lier gates. 

Ah ! if they chose, to free them from her yoke. 

Vile Spartacus, tlie gladiator slave, 

And follow’d vengeance with a hand of robbers ; 

Think with what noble ardour will their ranks 
March ’neath the colours of a conquering King 
"VVlBose royal linePfrom Cyrus boasts descent! 

Think, too, how we will take her by sur])rise, 

Stript of thci legions that might else defend her, 

Were they not all busied in my pursuit. 

Will babes and women have the pow’r to stop me? 

Tjet ns march on, and carry to her heart 
The havoc which she si)rcads from east to west ; 

Let those proud conquerors crouch behind their walls, 
And tremble in their turn for hearth and homo. 

Let us believe what Hannibal predicted, 

The Romans, save in Rome, will ne’er be vanquish’d. 
Let her own blood in righteous torrents drown her, 
And let the Capitol, that thought to see me 
In chains, to ashes sink ; let us destroy 
Its glory, and blot out the shame of kings 
Of every tribe and nation, with my own. 

Let fire consume all those illustrious m m vs 
Devoted there to endless infamy. 

tiO, this is the ambition that has seized me 1 
But think not I will suffer Rome in peace 
To lord it over Asia in my absence ; 

I know where I shall find her stout defenders. 

Rome, everywhere surrounded by fierce foes, 

Shall call in vain on Pompey to relieve her. 

The Parthian, name dreadful to Rome as mine, 

Is ready to take up my righteous quarrel ; 

To Beal this bond with union of our blood, 

He asks of me a son to wed his daughter. 

I for this honour have made choice of you, 

My Pharnaces ; go, be the happy bridegroom. 

^No longer I delay; to-morrow’s dawn 
Shall see my ships far from the Bosphorus. 
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Go you at once, since nothing here detains you, 

And let your ardour justify my choice. 

The marriage rites perform'd, re-cross Euphral^, 

Let Asia see another Mithridates, 

And terror blanch the faces of our foes, 

While I at Eome rejoice to hear the tidings. 

PHARNACES. 

Sir, you surprise me, and I cannot hide it. 

This grand attempt I hear with admiration ; 

A bolder project never yet was broach'd 
To make the vanquish'd turn the tide of war ;» 

That dauntless heart in you I most admire 
Which seems to rise more strong for being crush’d. 

And yet, if I may dare to speak with frankness, 

Are you reduced to this extremity ? 

Why go so far on such a desperate errand, 

While still your states offer a safe asylum ? 

Why undertake so difficult a task. 

Fitter for leader of a band of exiles 
Than for a monarch on whose banners Hope 
So lately smiled, wherever he appear’d. 

Who founded upon thirty states the throne 
Whose ruin leaves a mighty empire yet ? 

You, after two score years, you, only you 
Have courage left to struggle against Fate. 

To Borne and to repose relentless foe, 

Coimt not on troops heroic as yourself. 

Think not tliat hearts made timid by disaster, 

Worn out with hardships and a long retreat. 

Are eaget to meet death 'neath foreign skies. 
Encountering toils more terrible than dangers. 

If routed when their country's eyes were on them, 

How will they meet the conqueror's fury there ? 

In his own city, with his gods before him, 

Will he strike less alarm, or yield himself 
An easier prey ? 

So Parthia seeks alliance 
With you in marriage. Prompt to lend her aid 
When all the world seem'd our support, will she 
Receive a son-in-law poor and defenceless ? « 
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What ! shall I go, an outcast and alone. 

To prove the Parthian faithless as of yore, 

And haply, as the fruit of match so hasty, 

Expose yoiA credit to his court’s contempt ? 

At least, if stoop we must, if we must borrow 
The unaccustom’d gestures of a suppliant. 

Send me not to embrace the Parthian’s knees, 

^fo^ beg from kings whose pow’r is less than yours. 
CAn we not take a surer course than that ? 

Anc^^ falling into arms of joyful welcome, 

Rome, readily apjleased, will grant us favour — 

• XIPHAKES. 

Rome ! Does my brother then dare to propose 
Such base humiliation to the King, 

As ill uue day to make his life’s long course 
A lie, to trust the Romans, and submit 
To tyranny^ for forty years resisted ? 

Onward, my father ! Vanquish’d as you are, 
War and its xierils are your only refuge ! 

Rome has in you a fatal foe, whose oath 
Is more implacable than Hannibal’s. 

All crimson with her blood, do what yon may. 
Ne’er look for peace but thro’ such butchery 
As on a single day in Asia blasted 
A hundred thousand Romans by your order. 

Yet spare your own inviolable head, 

March not yourself from land to land, nor show 
To gaping nations Mithridates humbled, 

Dark’ning the brilliant lustre of your name. 

The vengeance you must execute is just ; 

Lay Rome in ruins, burn the Capitol. 

But *tis enough for you to point the way ; 

To younger hands pass on the fiery torch. 

And, while my brother keeps control of Asia, 
Honour my courage with this high exploit. 

Give the command, and let us justify 
Our title as your sons, heirs of your name 
Thro’ all the world. Set east and west in flames. 
While still you tarry in the Bosphorus ; 

And ^me, hard press’d on every side alike. 
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Shall find yon omnipresent to destroy her. 

This very moment order me to start, 

All that detains you here urges my flight ; 

And, if this enterprise surpass my pow’rs, 

Such hope forlorn befits my evil case. 

Yes, I will go, too glad to end my woes 
So soon — I will erase my mother’s crime 
That makes me blush, my sire, here at your knees, 
Ashamed to know myself a son of hers ; 

Scarce all my blood can wash away that stain. 
Only let me by deatli enhance your glory. 

And Rome, the object of my grand despair, 

Shall to the son of Mithridates offer * 

A worthy tomb. 

MITHRIDATES {rising). 

My son, let us not speak . 

Of her again. Your father is content, 

He knows your zeal, nor will he have you face 
Dangers that his affection will not share : 

Nothing shall part us, you shall follow me. 

And you, prepare yourself, Prince, to obey ; 

The ships are ready, I myself have order’d 
The train and the equipment you require. 
Arbates, charged to bring you to your bride. 

Will let me know how you perfom your duty. 

Go ; and, maintaining your ancestral honour, 

In this embrace receive your sire’s farewell. 

PHARNACES. 

Sir — 

MITHRIDATES. 

Let th* expression of my will suffice you. 
Obey. It were superfluous to repeat it. 

PHARNACES. 

Sir, might it please you to accept my death, 

None shall be found more eager to embrace it. 
Let me fall fighting in your ranks before you. 



SCENE 1 .] 


MITHEIDATES. 


MITHEIDATES. 

I have commanded you to start directly, 

And if you iinger — Prince, you hear my voice, 

Answer me not, or do it at your peril. 

PHARNACEB. 

If you should hold a thousand deaths in prospect, 

I cionld not seek a maiden whom I know not. 

My life is in youFfhands. 

MITHRIDATES. 

Ha ! As I thought ! 

You cannot go ! I understand you, traitor ! 

I knew what makes you shun this marriage. Hero 
have a quarry you are loath to leave : 

’Tis Monimit detains you ; guilty love 
Moved you to tear her from your father's arms. 
Neitlier the warmth with which you know I wooed Iioi 
Nor yet my diadem that decks her brow, 

Nor this retreat selected for her safety. 

Nor fear of my just wrath had force to check you. 
Was then your treacherous sympathy with Homo 
Offence so venial in your father’s eyes. 

That this perfidious passion still was wanting 
To render you the horror of my life ? 

Par^from repentance, on your face I see 
Confusion due to rage and disappointmonl. 

You long already, from my hands escaping. 

To sell me to the Romans and secure 
My ruin. But to justice I’ll defer 
Departure. Ho there, Guards ! 
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Scene 2. 

f 

MiTHBIDATES, PhARNACES, XtPHABES, GUABDS. 
MITHBIDATES. 

Arrest the traitor ! 

Ay, him there, Pharnaces. Go : quit him not 
Till you have lock’d him safely in the to^’r. 

PHARNACES. 

’Twere idle to assert me innocent. 

Yes, it is true, my love deserves your hatred. 

My love is hers ; you have been told the truth ; 

But Xiphares has not reveal’d the whole. 

What he has said is less than what he hides, « 

And this devoted son should have inform’d you 
That he, long smitten with the self-same passion, 
Loves the Queen also, — and is loved by her. 


Scene 3. 

Mithbidates, Xiphares. 

XIPHARES. 

Sir, can you think me guilty of a scheme — 

MITHBIDATES. 

My son, I know your brother’s villainy. 

May Heav’n preserve me ever from suspecting 
That you could make so cruel a return 
For all my kindness, that a son so dear 
Could have betray’d a father’s trusting heart. 

I’ll not believe it. Go : far be the thought ! 
Henceforth be all my mind bent upon vengeance. 



SCENE 4.] 


MITHBIDATES. 


1P7 


Scene 4. 

Mithridates. 

ril not believe it ? — Vainly flattering hope ! 

Y^n do believe it, wretched Mithridates ! 

Is Ephares my rival ? Does the Queen 
Conspire with him, and dares she to deceive me ? 

On whatsoever side I turn mine eyes, 

All hearts have lost their loyalty to me ! 

Friendless wiljiout, within my home betray’d ! 
Pharnaces, Monima, and thou, my son. 

Thou too, whose virtue solaced my disgrace — 

But know I not this Pharnaces a traitor ? 

How weak am I to trust his baffled fury, 

Whom spite ^nd envy arm against his brother, 

Or whose despair, inventing idle tales, 

To save himself would make all others guilty ! 

Nay, I’ll believe him not, nor be too hasty. 

But probe the truth. Yet where shall I begin ? 
Whose witness will convince me ? By what proofs ?-■ 
Ha ! Heav’n insj^ires me with a sudden thought. 

ITl call the Queen. Yes, without going further, 

I’ll hear her, and rely upon her witness. 

Love greedily believes what gives it pleasure. 

If he has won her heart, none else so well 
Can*show it. Lei me see which of the two 
Her love will charge. They have deserved a snare 
I scorn to use. ’Tis lawful to deceive 
Deceivers, and to unmask treachery — 

But here she comes : a skilful falsehood now 
Shall mock her hopes and make her truth avow. 
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Scene 5. 

Monima, JVIithridates. 

MITHRIDATES 

My eyes at la^t are open, and I own 
The claims of justice ! *Twere a sorry gift 
To charms so rare to offer you a hand 
Burden’d with age and a long train of (roubles. 
Fortune and Victory have heretofore 
With thirty crowns conceal’d my hoary head. 

But it is so no longer ; once a king, 

I am a fugitive, old and disgraced. 

My brow, despoil’d of all its royal honours, 

Too plainly shows the ravages of time. 

Besides all that, a thousand schemes engross* 

My care ; you hear the shouts of troops ]>] epa.rcMl 
To start forthwith ; once more I man the vessels 
That brought us. Nuptial rites would ill consort 
With hurried flight, nor can I let you share 
My shatter’d fortunes in this desperate quest. 

But think no more of Pliaraaces ; for j ustice 
Claims sacrifice on your part as on mine. 

I will not suffer this rebellious son. 

Whom I have banish’d from my sight for ever, 

To own a heart which was denied to me, 

And bring it into friendship with the Eomans. 

My throne is due to you ; far from regretting 
The gift, there will I place you ere 1 go, 

If only you consent that one so dear 
To me, a son worthy a father’s love, 

That Xiphares in short shall take my place. 

Wed you, and wreak my vengeance on the traitor. 

MOEIMA. 

Who ! Xiphares, my lord ! 

MITHEIDATES. 

Ay, Madam, lie. 

Whence comes this agitation at his name ? 
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What leads you to object to choice so just ? 

Is it disdain that reason cannot quell r 
He, I repeat it, is niy second self. 

Victorious ih the field, a son who loves me, 

By me beloved, the foe of Home, the heir 
Of my renown that will revive in him. 

And, whatsoever pledge you may have taken, 

’'fis only to his hands that 1*11 resign you. 

MONIMA. 

• • 

What say you ? Gracious Heav’n ! Can you approve — 
Oh, why, my Jprd, wliy try me so severely ? 

Cease to torment a soul unfortunate. 

I know that I was destined to bo yours, 

1 know this very moment at the altar 
The victim stands to seal our marriage bond. 

Come. . 

MITIIRIDATES. 

I see clearly, do whate*er T may, 

You fain would keep yourself for Pharnaces. 

I find your scorn is as unjust as ever, 

Passing from me to my unhappy sou. 


I scorn him ? 


MONIMA. 

MITHRIDATES. 


, Let US speak of it no more. 

Pursue the shameful flame that lures you on. 
Wliile with my son far from your sight I go 
To the world’s end, seeking a glorious death. 
Stay here to share his brother’s degradation. 
And to the Romans sell a father’s blood. 
Como : can I better punish your disdain 
Than by committing you to hands so vile ? 
No longer shall your honour be to me 
Matter of moment, you shall be forgotten. 
Come, Madam. I am going to unite you. 


MONIMA. 

Bunish me rather with a thousand deaths ! 
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MITHEIDATES. 

Mere subterfuge ! 'Tis idle to resist. 

MONIMA. 

To wliat extremity am I reduced ! 

But after all I cannot think that you 
Could force yourself so long to act a part. 

Heav’n is my witness that I aim’d to please you, 
And to its destiny my soul submitted. « 

But if to any weakness I had yielded, 

Had I been bound to fortify my heart 
Against alarm, believe me, my good lord, 

I ne’er had shed a tear for Pharnaces ; 

The son whom you esteem, whose image lives 
Within your heart, whose victories have curb’d 
The insolence of Rome, your second self, , 
That Xiphares whom you would have me love — 


You love him ? 


MITHEIDATES. 


MONIMA. 

Had the Pates not made me yours, 
To be his bride were happiness supreme. 

Before this pledge of your affection reach’d ino, 

We loved each ether. You change countenance ! 


MITHEIDATES. 

No, no. It is enough. Gk> ; and I’ll send him 
To you. I must be busy, time is precious. 

I see that you are willing to obey me ; 

I am content. 

MONIMA {going away). 

Heav’n grant this be no trick ! 



SCENE 1.] 


MITHBIDATES. 


Scene 6. 
Mithridates. 

They love each other, I have been befoord. 

Ah ! thou ungrateful son, thy death shall j')ay 
l^or all. I know how thou has stoFn from me 
My soldiers’ hearts by virtues well assumed 
An^ martial ^lorj’. But my stroke shall tall 
Sure on the traitor ; I will sc^atter far 
Tlie seeds of mutiny, forestall rebellion, 

And ke(jp n<f troops but such as I can triu t. 

But I must still dissimulate, nor ^o 

Hence with a frown that may displeasure show. 


ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

Monima, Phoedima. 

MONIMA. 

Oh, in the name of Heav’n, dear Phoedima, 

Do* what I wish, see what is going on, 

And bring me vrord. My heart is ill at ease, 

Torn by a thousand terrible suspicions. 

Why tarries Xiphares ? What holds him back, 
Now, when his father’s sanction crowns his vows ? 
His father said that he would send him hither — 
But may he not have feign’d, finding it needful 
To disavow the truth ? Wliile I disclosed 
My inmost heart — ^Has Heav’n abandon’d me, 
And suffer’d my unguarded love to bring 
Upon my lover’s head the King’s resentment ? 
When thou, dear Prince, with passionate entreaty 
Didst urge me to confess my cherish’d secret. 

Pull twenty times I cruelly refused, 
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And even punisli’d thee for having torn 
The veil aside ; yet when thy sire, perchance, 

Distrusts thee, when thy very life’s in danj^er, 

I speak and, but too easily deceived, ^ 

Point out the fatal spot to pierce thy heart ! 

PH(EDIMA. 

Nay, Madam, treat the King with less injustice ; 

He is too great to stoop to tricks so mean. 

What need was his to tread the paths of. guile ? 

Before him to the altar you were bound 
Without a murmur. W ould he slay a son 
So fondly loved ? Nothing has pass’d to show 
His promise false. He told you that a scheme 
Momentous must to-morrow take him hence 
Against his will ; this occupies his thoughtvS, 

And, hastening his dej^arturc, on the shore 
He orders all himself, and mans his ships, 

While Xiphares accompanies his steps 
Where’er ho goes. Is this a rival’s fury ? 

What has he done to contradict his words ? 

MONIMA. 

Yet Pharnaces, arrested by his order. 

Finds him a rival harsh and unrelenting. 

Will Xiphares be trec-ted with more favour ? 

PHOSDIMA. 

He punishes in him the friend of Romo ; 

His just displeasure needs no other spur. 

MONIMA. 

I grant you right ; and, so far as I can, 

Believe you. Grief grows calmer while you speak. 

"But Xiphares still comes not. Why is thisV 

FHCEIDIMA. 

Lovers exj^ect too much ! Fain would they have 
All things give way to feed their fond desires ! 

Chafing against the smallest obstacle — 
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MONIMA, 

Who could conceive this marvel, Phoedima ? 
After two yt^irs of sorrow — ah, you know 
IEow sore a burden, — I can breathe once more ! 
Dear Prince, shall I indeed see thee mine own, 
And, so far from endanjj^ering thy life. 

May I admit a love so long resisted, 

As .consonant with duty and with virtue ! 

May I each day assure thee that I love <hee ! 
Wliy •comes he not*? 


Scene 2. 

Monima, Xiphaees, Ph(edima. 

MONIMA. 

Of you. Sir, I was speaking, 
And longing in my heart to see you here, 

To tc‘ll you — 

XIPHARES. 

I must now bid you farewell ! 

MONIMA. 

Farewell ? 

XIPHAEES. 

Yes, Madam, and for all my life. 

MONIMA. 

What say you ? I was told — I’ve been betray’d ! 

XIPHAB.ES. 

Madam, 1 know not what ius’idions foe 
Has sought my r\iin, and betray’d our secrets ; 

But now the King, whom Pharnaces in vain 
Tried to inflame against us, knows our hearts. 

He hides his imrpose under mock caresses ; 

I^t I, brought up as I have been beside him 
n. • T 
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And grown familijir with his every mood, 

Have read approaching vengeance in his looks. 

He sends away in haste all whom my woes 
Might rouse to indignation and revolt. * 

I see how forced and false are all his favours. 

Arhates by a single word confirm'd 

My dread, and thus with tearful eyes address'd me : — 

“ Save yourself, fly,” said he, “ for all is known.” 

This made me shudder at the thought of danger 
To you ; 'tis that conceni which brings ^me hither, 

I fear what you may do, and on my knees 
Entreat you to have pity on yourself. 

Your life is in the power of one whose rage 
Too seldom spares the blood ho holds most dear ; 

I dare not tell you to what cruelty 
The jealousy of Mithridates oft 
Impels him. It may be that I alone 
Incur his wrath, and he will pardon you. 

Deign to appease him, in the name of Heav'n ; 

Do not provoke him by a fresh refusal. 

The less you love him, strive the more to win 
His favour, hide your feelings, and remember 
He is my father. Be content to live. 

And leave my woe this solace, that your tears 
Are all that I have cost you. 

MONIMA. 

Ah! 'tisl 

Have ruin'd you ! 

XIPHAREB. 

My noble Monima, 

Blame not your kindness for the ills that crush me. 

1 am a wretch whom evil fate pursues, 

’Tis she who robs me of my father’s love. 

Makes him my rival, made my mother rise 
Against him, and has roused a secret foe 
At this disastrous moment to betray us. 

MONIMA. 

What ! Is the traitor still to you unknown ? 
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MITHBIDATES. 
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To add to my distress, I know him not. 

Happy weri I if, ere my own destruction, 

1 might transfix that false and treacherous heart ! 

MONIMA. 

Then from my lips loam who this monster is. 

It needs not to search far to find your foe : 

Let no regard restrain you, strike, my lord : 

The*guilt is mine,* *tis me you have to punish. 

XIPHARES. 

You! 

MONIMA. 

With what depths of cunning cruelty 
He took iny tender feelings by surprise ! 

How well did he affect to love you truly ! 

So pleased he seem’d that 1 should be your bride, 

Who would have thought — ^but no, love should have been 
More cautious than to trust to specious falsehood. 

The gods, whose guidance I have follow’d ill. 

Thrice warn’d me secretly to hold my peace. 

I should have still kept silence, and maintain’d — 

Yes ; it is T have been your evil fate ; 

I should have dreaded that his gifts were poison’d ; 

And, should you pardon mo, I shall become 
own tormentor. 

XIPHARES. 

Was it then your love 

Exposed me to this storm Springs bitterness 
From source so sweet, and has excess of fondness 
Betray’d our secret ? To have made me happy 
Heeds no excuse. What would I more ? I die. 

Faithful and proud. Another fate invites 
You to the throne ; no more resist that summons ; 

Wed Mithridates, and consent to reign. 

MONIMA. 

What 1 Do you ask me to espouse a savage 
• Whose, hateful love parts you and me for ever ? 
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XIPHARES. 

Roinembor you are pledged to be his bride 
This iiiorDiug, and to see me nevermore. » 

MONIMA. 

Ah, theij I knew not all his cruelty. 

What ! sliall 1 lend my sanction to his fury, 

And, after 1 have seen his dagger pierce you, 

Follow a tyrant to the marriage altar. 

And in a hand yet reeking with your blood 
Place mine — alas, the hand you loved to liold ? 

Go, seek some shelter from your father’s ragh, 

Nor in vain efforts to persuade me lose 

The precious moments here; the gods will teach me 

What part to play. If he surprised you now — 

I hear a step. Quick, ere it be too late ! 

And live in ])atieuce till you learn my fate ! 


Scene 3. 

Monima. Pikedima. 

PHCEDIMA. 

Oh, what a risk, dear Madam, did he run ! 

It is the King ! 

MONIMA. 

Go, help him to make good 
His exit. Leave him not, make him secure 
His safety without learning what befalls me. 


Scene 4. 

Mithridatbs, Monima. 

MTTHRIDATK8. 

Come, Madam, come, I have a secret reason 
For hastening my departure from this jdace. 



MITHUIDATES. 


SCENE 4 .] 

While my devoted troops embark once more, 
Ready to follow me where’er I go. 

Come, at th® altar be my promise seal’d, 

Let wedlock in eternal bonds unite us. 

MONIMA. 

Us, Sire? 

MITIIRIDATES. 

You sijrely dare not hesitate. 

MONIMA. 

Did you not bid me cease to think of it 

MITIIRIDATES. 

T had my reasons then ; forget it, Madam. 
Think only ilow of answering my flame. 

Your heart, remember, is my property. 

MONIMA. 

Why then, Sire, did you give it back to me ? 

MITIIRIDATES. 

What ! still enamour’d of my faithless son ? 
You could not think — 


MONIMA. 

Have you deceived me then 

MITIIRIDATES. 

It well becomes a traitress to talk thus, 

Who, nursing in her heart illicit loves, 

Wlion I was raising her to glory’s height, 

The blackest treason had prepared for me ! 

Have you forgotten, false, ungrateful Avoman, 
Worse than the Romans, my sworn enemies. 

From what exalted rank I dared to stoop, 

To offer you a throne, little expected ? 

See me not as I am, defeated, hunted — 
iRut as 1 was, victorious and renown’d. 
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Think how in Ephesus I you preferr’d 
To all the daughters of a hundred kings, 

And, for your sake neglecting their alliance, , 

Laid at your feet innumerable realms. 

Ah, if the vision of another love 
Made you insensible to gifts so splendid, 

Why did you leave your home to find a husband 
You hated, keeping silence till to-day ? 

Did you postpone confession so unwelcome 
Till Fate had robb*d me of all other treasure, 

Till, whelmed beneath a flood of countless evils, 

I had no hope of happiness but you ? ^ 

And now, when I am willing to forgive 

The grievous wrong and bury its remembrance. 

Dare you to bring the past before my eyes 
Again, accusing him whom you have injured ? 

I see infatuation for a traitor 

Flatters your hopes. Gods ! How ye try my patience ! 
What was the secret charm that check’d a wrath 
So prompt to punish with severity ? 

Seize the brief moment that my love affords you : 

Come, this shall bo my last apj>eal, nor draw 
Superfluous perils on your head for ono 
Whom you shall never see again, a son 
Wlio scorns me. Boast not of your faith to him ; 

*Tis due to me. Let him be lost to mind 
As well as sight. And henceforth by your sense 
Of gratitude deserve this proffer’d pardon. 

MONIMA. 

My lord, not unremember’d is the bounty 
That should liave claim’d my loyallest obedience ; 
Whatever rank my ancestors attain’d 
Of yore, their distant glory dazzled not 
My eyes, that recognise how far beneath 
So glorious a bridegroom I was bom ; 

And, in despite of early predilection 
For Xiphares, the noblest of mankind 
After yourself, when once this diadem 
My brow adorn’d, him and my former love 
Did I renounce. For both agreed to make 
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The sacrifice. By my command ho left me. 

The secret flame was dying in my breast, 

Nor did my lot seem one to be deplored, 

Since, at the cost of vows once fondly cherish’d, 

I could bring happiness to such a hero. 

’Twas you, my lord, ’twas you yourself who tore 
IThe bond between us, set me free again: 

That fatal love which I had crush’d and conquer’d, 
The flame I deem’d extinguish’d and forgotten 
Wh^n he who kindled it was gone for ever, 

Your wiles detected ; and I cannot now 
Disown whaj I confess’d ; you cannot raze 
Its memory ; the shame of that avowal, 

I’o which you forced me, will abide for ever 
Present before my mind, and I should think 
That you were always of my faith uncertain. 

The grave ijbself to me were less abhorrent 
Than marriage bed shared with a spouse who took 
Cruel advantage of my simple trust, 

And, to destroy my peace for ever, fann’d 
A flame that fiied my cheek for other love 
Than his. 


MITHRIDATES, 

Is this your answer then ? Do you 
Reject the honour I would fain confer ? 

Ponder it well, while yet the choice is yours. 

• 

MONIMA. 

No, Sire. ’Tis vain to work upon my fears. 

I know you ; nor am ignorant what woes 
1 for myself prepare ; I see them all ; 

But I’m resolved, and naught can shake my purpose. 
Judge for yourself, since thus I dare to speak, 

And in my zeal forget that modesty 
By which till now I ever curb’d my tongue. 

Y^u from my hand unwitting took the knife 
To stab a son whose secret I betray’d, 

A son whose passion bore no stain of guilt ; 

And, though he only fear’d to lose your love. 

His dpath must follow. Faith or love from me 



120. 


Racine’s works. 


[act IV. 


Shall ne’er reward such crooked cruelty. 

Let this decide your action. Slay a rebel ; 

You have me in your pow’r, spare not to use it/, 
You can command, and I can wait the sentence. 

I beg but one tiling ere I take my leave, 

(Justice demands this tribute to desert,) 

Believe me the sole traitor, no accomi)lico 
Have I, and full success would crown your wishes, 
Did I but heed the wishes of your son. 


Scene 5. 

Mithridates. 

She leaves me ! And in silence like a coward 
I seem to sanction her audacious flight ! 

My heart is almost ready to pronounce 
Myself too cruel, and to take her side ! 

Who am I ? Is this Monima ? Am I 
No longer Mithridates ? Eage returns : 

No lingering love shall make me pardon her. 

Three wretched victims shall ajipease my fury 
At once, ere I set sail with Icome before me : 

This sacrifice shall render Heav’n propitious. 

’Tis right, *tis easy ; all the most seditious 

Who might have help’d them have been far removed. 

No matter which I love or which I hate, 

First Xiphares himself shall meet his fate. 

What am I saying ? These are words of madness ! 
Who is it thou wilt sacrifice ? Thy son, 

The dread of Kome, who may avenge his sire ! 

Why should I shed blood to myself so precious ? 

Ah ! fallen as I am and brought so low. 

Find I those friends too many who are loft me ? 

Nay, let me rather foster his affection ; 

I need a sword of vengeance, not a mistress. 

Since I must lose her, would it not be better 
To yield her to this son whoso life I value ? 

Ay, let me give her up ! 


A vain attempt, 
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That only shows how feeble is the heart 
Which seeks its own deception. Still inflamed, 

It will not gease — 

Ah ! hers is guilt beyond 
Pardon. But pity checks my timid hand. 

Have I not punish'd others who were found 
^ess faithless ? 0 my Monima ! My son ! 

O futile wrath ! What triumph, Rome, were thine, 

If thou should’st hear the tidings of mv shanuj, 

And^how conflicting feelings thus unman mo ! 

What pains I took, fearing domestic treas(^n, 

To arm my Ijfe against all kinds of poison ! 

By long and careful study I have learn’ d 
How best to neutralize their fatal pow’r. 

Ah ! ’t would have been a wiser, happier ooiirso. 
Forestalling danger from th’ assaults of love, 

To fortify a. heart, already frozen 

By age, 'gainst passion's hot envenom'd cup ! 

How shall I 'scape these toils that close around me ? 


Scene 6. 

Mithridates, Arbates. 

ARBATEB. 

Sire, all your troops refuse to go, detain'd 
By Pharnaccs, who has to them reveal’d 
That for fresh warfare you are bound for Romo. 

MITHRIDATES. 

Wliat ! Pharnaces ! 

ARBATEP. 

His guards he first seduced, 
And the mere name of Rome alarms the boldest. 
A thousand frightful dangers they imagine : 
Some in their vehemence embrace the shore, 
Others, who were aboard, plunge in the wavc;^ 
Or flash their weapons in the sailors* eyes. 
•Confusion reigns, our orders disregarded ; 
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Peace they demand, and talk of self surrender. 
And Phamaces, who flatters all their wishes, 
Heads them, and offers in the name of Rome , 
The peace they ask. 

MITHRIDATES. 

Traitor ! Let Xipharea 
Be summon’d quickly ; let him follow me, 

And lend me succour. 


ARBATES. 

What he means I kqow not. 
But to the port he suddenly has flown, 

And, follow’d by a band of trusty friends. 

They say he has been seen among the rebels. 

And that is all I know. 

MITHRIDATES. 

What news is this ! 

Traitors ! Too long has vengeance been delay'd ! 

I fear them not ; despite their insolence, 

My presence will put down this mutiny. 

Ah ! let me only see them, and before 

Their eyes this hand shall slay two impious sons. 


Scene 7, 

MITHRIDATES, ArBATES, ArCAS. 


ARCAB. 

Sire, all is lost ! The rebels, Phamaces, 

The Romans, all are crowding thick around us. 


Tlie Romans ! 


MITHRIDATES. 


ARCAS. 

Ay, the shore is full of them, 
And you will be beleaguer’d here full soon. 



SCENE 1 .] 


MITHBIDATES. 
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MITHBIDATES. 

Hence, theij, in Heav*n*s name ! 


{To Monima.) 

Hear me, i)erjured Princess, 
No i)rofit shall you reap from my misfortune ! 


ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Monima, Phcedima. 

PHCEDIMA. 

Whither, dear Madam, haste you ? What blind passion 
Makes you lay impious hands upon yourself ? 

What ! You have tried with criminal intent 
To desecrate this sacred diadem ! 

See how kind Heav’n, more merciful than you, 

This fatal noose has broken in your hands ! 

MONIMA. 

Why will you obstinately thwart my wishes ? 

I long to die. Why would you have me live ? 

My Xiphares is dead. The King's despair 
Looks for naught better than assured destruction. 

What fruit expect you from your rude presumption ? 
Mean you to give mo up to Pliamaces ? 

PHCEDIMA. 

Ah ! wait at least till tidings, of whose truth 
We cannot doubt, confirm his brother’s death. 

May it not be that, in the wild confusion 
Of which we hear, men’s eyes have been deceived ? 

At first, you know, a scandalous report 
Ranged Xiphares upon the rebels’ side ; 
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And now they tell ns these same mutineers 
In cruel rage have turn’d their arms against him. 
One tale confutes the other. Deign to listen-*- 

MONIMA. 

Nay, Xiphares is dead, I cannot doubt it : 

Nor has th’ event belied my expectation. 

E’en if the fatal news had fail’d to reach me. 

His death were no less sure ; I know hit* courage. 
And how his name is hateful to tlie Romans. 

Long have they thirsted for such noble blood. 
Rome’s triumph now, alas, is but too certain ! 
What enemy opposed his hand to theirs ? 

Wretch that I am, I dare not shift the blame 
On others. Monima, to thee he owes 
His woful fate ; open thine eyes and see 
Thy guilt in all his sufferings, thou hast arm’d 
A host against his life. How could he ’scape 
So many blows ? The Romans and his brother 
Were not enough, I to his father’s wratli 
Exposed him, I — the fatal torch of discord, 

The Eury that Rome’s demon bred and nursed 
To aid them — I it was who farm’d the fire 
Of mutual jealousy to conflagration. 

Yet do I live, and wait till Pharnaces, 

Bespatter’d with their blood, comes in the train 
Of Roman victors, and before mine eyes 
Displays his savage joy. Death to despair 
Opens more ways than one : your cruel kindness 
In vain would bar swift passage to the tomb ; 
E’en in your arms I shall not miss the goal. 

Thou fatal band, ill-omen’ d diadem. 

The instrument and witness of my woes, 

A thousand times bedew’d with scalding tears, 
Could’st thou not do me this poor piece of service, 
To rid me of my life and all its anguish ? 

Go, object hateful to my weary eyes ! 

Some other instrument will aid me better. 

Perish the day, curst be the fatal hand 
That bound thee first upon this aching brow ! 
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PHCEDIMA. 

See, Areas comes ! Heav’n grant that he appears 
With tidinj|B which may banish all your fears ! 


Scene 2. 

MoNIMA, PlICEDIMA, ArCAS. 

MONIMA. 

Say, is all over ? and has Pharnaces — 

ARCAS. 

Ask me not what has liappenM. T am charged 
With sterner duty, Madam, and this poison, 

Sent by the King, tells you his will and pleasure. 

PIKEDIMA. 

Unhappy Princess ! 

MONIMA. 

O suri>assing joy ! 

Give it me, Areas. Tell the King who sends i1, 

Of all the gifts his bounty has bestow’d 
This is the one most welcome, most desired. 

I breathe at last with freedom, saved by Heav’ii 
From those whose irksome care forced me to live. 

For once he leaves me mistress of my fate. 

Nor interferes to chock me in my choice. 

PHCEDIMA. 

Alas ! 

MONIMA. 

Repress your cries, this happy moment 
Mui^ not be troubled with unworthy tears. 

Your love, my Phoedima, had better cause 
To weep, when I was honour’d with a title 
Pregnant with woe, when, torn from my sweet homo 
yhey dragg’d your mistress to this savage clime. 
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Now to that happy land return, and should 
The name of Monima be there remember’d, 

Say what you see, tell the sad history 
Of all my glory, faithful Phoedima. 

And thou, with whom, parted by envious Fate 
For ever from a heart that held thee dear, 

I may not ask even to share the tomb 
To which I go, receive this sacrifice, 

Heroic soul ; and may this poison now 
Be my atonement for my lover’s blood 


Scene 3. 

Monima, Arbates, Phcedima, Abcas. 

ARBATES. 

Stop ! stop ! 

ARCAS. 

What is it that jou do, Arbates ? 

ARBATES. 

Stop ! Pm the bearer of the King’s command. 

MONIMA. 

Ah ! leave me — 

ARBATES (throwing down the poison). 

Cease, I tell you. Suffer me 
To execute the pleasure of the King. 

Live, Madam. Haste to Mithridates, Areas ; 

Tell him success has crown’d my zealous service. 



SCENE 4.] 


MITHRIDATES. 


127 


Scene 4, 

Monima, Arbates, Phcedima. 

MONIMA. 

Cruel Arbates, Tvliy prolong the woes 
I suffer? Was tny punishment too mild ? 

And does the King grudge me an end so sudden ; 
A single death tob little to content him ? 

• ARBATES. 

\o\i soon shall see him, and I feel assured 
Your tears for him will mingle with mine own. 

MONIMA. 

What ! Is the King — 


ARBATES. 

The King’s last hour draws nigh, 
His eyes will never see another sun. 

I left him bleeding, borne upon a litter, 

And, weeping, by his side went Xiphares. 

MONIMA. 

Gr^at Heavens ! Xiphares ! Am I awalce ? 

I tremble, and can scarce believe mine ears. 

Is he yet living ? Xiphares, for whom — 

ARBATES. 

He lives, with glory crown’d, with grief o’erwhelm'd. 

The tidings of his death, here spread abroad, 

Not you alone have needlessly alarm’d. 

TTie Komans, crying out in all directions 
Th® fatal news, chill’d ev’ry hopeful heart. 

The King, himself deceived, shed bitter tears, 

And, looking forward henceforth to defeat 
As certain, by a rebel son hard press’d 
•Despairing of relief, and all but forced 
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To yield, and seeing, to increase his pangs, 

The Koman eagle with his standards borne 
Against him, to no higher aim aspired 
Than to avoid the sliamo of a surrender 
Into their hands alive. First he tried poisons, 

Such as ho knew most deadly in efPect ; 

He found them all harmless and impotent. 

“ Vain hell),” said he, “ too long with anxious care 
This body have I strengthen’d to resist 
All poisons, baffled by my own success. 

Some aid more certain I must now attempt, 

And seek a death more fatal to my foes.” 

He speaks, and bids the palace gates be thrown 
Wide open, in defiance of their numbers. 

When they beheld those eyes whose noble fury 
Had spread such frequent terror thro’ their ranks. 
You might have seen them all fall back amazed. 
Leaving wide interval ’tween us and them ; 

While some, already struck with panic, ran 

And sought a refuge in the ships that bi’ought them. 

But, reassured —oh Heav’ns ! — by Pharnaces, 

And shame within their hearts awakening valour, 
They take fresh courage, they attack the King, 
Hound whom I rallied a small band of heroes. 

Who could relate what feats incredible, 

While flash’d bis sword as fiercely as his eyes, 

His arm perform’d in this the closing scone 
That brought him to the pinnacle of glory ? 

Weary at last, cover’d with blood and dust. 

He stood at bay behind a wall of corpses. 

Another force advanced in arms against us ; 

The Romans all, ceasing to fight elsewhere, 

Join’d with united strength to overwhelm him. 

Then said he : — “ Dear Arbates, ’tis enough ; 

My fury has outrun my failing pow’rs. 

Yet never will I yield myself alive.” 

So saying in his breast he plunged his sword ; 

But Fate reLiscd to free his mighty soul, 

And in my arms with gaping wound he lay 
Exhausted, chafing at death’s slow approach. 

And vex’d that life still linger’d in his veins ; 
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He could not speak, but raised his heavy hand, 
And laid it on his heart, as if to ask 
A surer strol^e from me, to make an end. 

While I, i^ossess’d with overmastering? gi'ief. 

Was minded rather to destroy myself, 

With loud and sudden shouts the air was rent, 
And I beheld a sight most marvellous. 

From cv’ry quarter fled routed and vanquish’d 
The’ Romans to their ships, with Pharnaces ; 

And awing near ^y dazzled eyes discern’d 
Victorious Xij^hares in hot pursuit. 

MONTMA. 

Oh,^Hcav’n is just! 

ARBATES. 

The faithful Xiphares 

Had by his brother’s orders been surrounded 
When in the thickest of the fray, but he 
Aftor hard fighting had at last escaped 
The rebels and regain’d his litthi band. 

E’en in the jaws of death, with keen delight 
Across a thousand corpses had he hewn 
His way victorious to his father’s side. 

Alas ! What horror to that joy succeeded 
Lifeless he would have fallen at his feet. 

Had we not rush’d opj)osing his despair. 

The dying King at that sad moment fix’d 
His eye on me, and said with feeble voice : — 

“ Run, if there yet is time, and save the Queen ! ** 
My fears aroused for you, for Xiphares, 
Suspecting secret orders had been giv’n. 

All weary as I was, alarm and zeal 

Inspired fresh strength and to my feet lent wings ; 

And some relief it is, ’mid all our woe. 

Thus to have warded off this latest blow. 

MONTMA, 

Ah mo ! At this sad end of all his greatness 
My horror-stricken heart is thrill’d with pity. 

I would to Heav’n that I had had no share 
II. ' K 
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In such a consummation of disaster, 

And free from self -accusing thoughts might weep 
Merely to witness woe so terrible ! , 

He comes. Ah ! What a piteous sight appears, 
The father dying, and the son in tears ! 


Scene 5. 

« 

Mithetdates, Monima, Xiphaeks, Arbates, Phcedima, 
Arcas, Guards (supporting Mitiiridates). 

MONIMA. 

Alas, my lord ! How dreadful is your fate ! 

MITHRIDATES. 

Cease, and let both of you restrain your tears. 

{Fointing to Xipiiaees.) 
From his devotion iiiul your tenderness 
I look for other feelings than compassion. 

My glory rather claims your admiration. 

Sully it not with sighs and lamentation. 

As far as in me Iny. I have avenged 
The world, and deatli alone has balk’d my efforts 
To strike a mortal blow at tyranny. 

The enemy of Rome, I spurn’d her yoke, 

And in the roll of those heroic names 
Whose hatred has opposed her, mine will stand 
Pre-eminent for dear-bought victories 
That fill her annals with unlucky days. 

*Twas not in Heav’n’s decrees that I should die 
Amidst the ashes and the wreck of Rome : 

But my last moments by tliis thought are soothed, 

Full many a foe has fallen ere I fell, 

Full deeply have I dyed my hands with blood. 

And I have seen the Romans fly ere death 
Darkens my sight. To Xiphares, ray son, 

I owe this boon ; he spares my dying eyes 
Their liateful presence. To repay this service 
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My glorious empire in its palmiest days 

Were not enough ; and now for throne and scei)tre 

I have button. Let me present that gift ; 

And all the love which for myself I claim'd 
I ask you to bestow on Xiphares. 


• MON IMA. 

Live, my dear lord, for the world’s happiness. 
Live, for her liber^ which rests on you 
Alone, for triumph o’er your vanquish’d toes. 
For vengeance — 


MITHEIDATE8. 

• 

Madam, I have done with litV. 
My son, secure your safety, nor attempt 
Resistance against numbers so immense. 

Soon will the Romans, goaded on by shame, 
Return, and like a flood sweep all before thcaii. 
Waste not the precious moments their retreat 
Affords, in vain devotion at my tomb. 

So many lifeless Romans lying round me 
Are a suflicient tribute to my ashes. 

Your name and person for a time conceal ; 

Go, and reserve yourself — 


• XIPHARES. 

How ciin I fly 

Ere Pharnaces is punish’d ? Let me curb 
The pride of Rome — 


MITHEIDATES. 

Xay, I command you hence. 
Sooner or later Pharnaces must perish : 

Trufft to the Romans for his recompense. 

But strength is ebbing fast ; I feel that life 
Is all hut ended. —Come, my son, come nearer, 
And in a last embrace, full of sweet comfort, 
Receive ^he parting soul of Mithridafes. 
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Ho dies ! 

And sear( 


MONIMA. 


XIPHARES. 

In let us united be 
i for vengeance over earth and sea! 



IPHl GEN I A. 


1674. 




INTRODUCTION TO IPHIGENIA. 

• 

R acine^ S version of the time-honoured story of 
Iphi^enia was acted for the first time in 1674. The' 
model upon which it is shaped is the Iphij^enia in Aulis ” 
of his favourite Euripides, but the tVeneh poet has 
heightened the romantic interest and complicated the plot 
by the important part which Eripliyle is Jiiadt3 to plfiy, 
a chefracter which® he derived from Pausanias and otlier 
writers, though her jealousy of Iphigenia, her treachery, 
and suicide, are due to his own invention. According to 
iEschylua and Sophocles the daughter of Agamemnon wns 
actually slain at Aulis ; and the graphic description of 
Lucretius which embodies this view of the catastroi>he 
(“ Dc Rerum Natiira” lib. i. 85, etc.) has furnished Racine 
with one touch at least of exquisite ]>athos : — 

“ It WHS I 

Who call'd thoe first by the dear name of father.” 

(Act iv, scene 4.) 

According to Euripides a fawn was substituted for the 
maiden by divine interj)Osition at the last moment, and 
Iphigenia herself was spirited away in a cloud to serve as 
priestess at the shrine of Artemis (Diana) among the 
Tauri, the savage inhabitants of what is now the Crimea. 
Ovid in his Metamorphoses (lib. xii. 31, etc.) adopts 
this*myth, and the genius of Goethe has presented it afresh 
to the modern world in a drama which bears as close a 
relation to the “ Iphigenia in Tauris ” of Euripides, as this 
play does to the “ Iphigenia in Aulide.” I’hc tradition that 
Racine has followed introduces anolher Iphigenia, a 
daughter ,of Helen by Theseus, as tiie actual victim. How 
far he has succeeded in disarming our sympathy with 
Eriphyle is a matter that adlnits of dispute, but there is at 
least a dramatic justice in representing her destruction as 
the result of her own treachery. 


V 



CHARACTEKS. 

Agamemnon. 

Agiiille.s. 

Ulysses. 

Cltt^mnestra, IViJe of Agamemnon, 
IpiiiOLNi Daughter of Agamemnon , 

UuiPHYLE, Daughter of Helen and of Iheseus, 
Arcas "k 

‘ ’ I Sirvanta of Atiamemnon, 

1L.UIIYIJATFS, J 

Jli^GiNA, Attendant of Clyteeinneetra, 

I )o R rs , Fricn d of Krighylc, 

Guauus. 


The scene is iaiJ at Aulis, in the tent of Agamemnon. 



IPHIGENIA. 

ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

Agamemnon, Arcas. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Ay, it is Agamemnon, ’tis tliy King 

That wakes thee ; his the voice that strikes thine ear. 

ABCAS. 

Is’t thou indeed, my lord? What grave concern 
Has made thee leave thy couch before the dawn ? 

A feeble light scarce lets me see thy face, 

No eyes but ours are open yet in Aulis. 

Hast thou caught any sound of rising winds ? 

Ai;d can it be that Heav’n has heard our prayer 
This night ? Nay, all are sleeping, — winds and waves 
As sleeps the host. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Happy the man content 

With humble fortune, free from the proud yoke 
’Neath which I bow, who lives a life obscure, 

Tlianks to kind Heav’n ! 


• ARCAS. 

How long, my lord, hast thou 
Thought thus ? What secret injury has work’d 
This hatred and contempt of all the honours 
• That l^eav’n’s rich bounty has on thee bestow’d ? 
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Blest as kiu£^, sire, and husband, son and heir 
Of Atreus, the most favour’d land in Greece 
Is thine, and thou canst boast kinship with Jov# 
Both by direct descent as well as marriage ; 

And young Achilles now, to whom the gods 
Promise such fame by all their oracles, 

Sues for thy daughter’s hand, and at the flames 
Of burning Troy would light the nuptial torch. 

What glory. Sire, what triumphs can be match’d 
With this grand sight display’d along tliQ^c shores ; 
A thousand vessels and a score of kings, 

All waiting here but for the winds to sail 
’Neath thy command ? ’Tis true this tedious calm 
Delays thy conquests, and, for three moutlws chain’d. 
The winds have block’d thy course to Troy too long. 
Supremely honour’d, tho\i art yet a mortal ; 

Nor has thy life from Fortune’s shifting breeze 
Been promised happiness without alloy. 

Soon — 

But what troubles, in that letter traced, 

Force from thine eyes, my lord, a burst of tears ? 

Is thine Orestes doom’d in infanoy 

To death? For Clytaemne-^tta dost thou weep, 

Or for Iphigenia? Prithee, tell me 
What is writ there. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Thou shalt not die ; no, never 

Will I consent. 

ARCAS. 

My lord ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

Thou seest my grief, 

Learn thou its cause, and judge if I can rest. 

Thou dost remember when, in Aulis gather’d. 

Our ships seem’d summon’d by the winds to sea : 
Our sails unfurl’d, a thousand cries of joy 
Already carried threats to distant Troy ; 

When, lo, a sudden marvel hush’d our shouts, v 
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The favouring breeze deserted us in port. 

In vain the oars smote the unruffled deep, 

We were constrain’d to stop the fruitless toil. 

That wondrous portent made me turn mine eyes 
Toward the goddess who is worshipp’d here. 

. With Menelaus, Nestor, and Ulysses, 
i sought her slirine and offer’d secret victims. 

What was her answer 1 Ah, with what distress 
I heard these awful words from Calchas’ bps 
•“ The force >0 arm to conquer Troy is vain. 
Unless with rites of sacrifice and pray’r 
Upon Diana’s altar hero be slain 

A maid of Helen’s blood, divinely fair; 

• T* obtain the welcome wind that Heav’n denies, 
needful that Iphigenia dies,” 

AllCAS. 

Tliy daughter ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

Thou inay’st fancy how I felt 
Astonishment that seem’d to freeze my blood. 
Speechless I stood, while my sole utterance 
Was in a thousand choking sighs express’d ; 

Then cursed the gods, and, without hearing more, 
Vow’d, on their altars, 1 would disobey them. 

Ah ! would that I had trusted love’s alarm, 

Ancl instantly disbandeni all the host! 

Ulysses seem’d content with what I wish’d, 

Nor check’d the torrent of ray angry words. 

But soon, returning to his cruel wiles, 

He set before me honour and the claims 
Of country, kings and people to my sway 
Subject, and sov’reignty o’er Asia promised 
To Greece ; how could I sacrifice, he ask’d, 

Th^ State to save a daughter, and go home 
Disgraced for ever. I confess with shame. 

My pow’r had yet some charm, and I was full 
Of pride ; those sounding titles. King of kings, 

, Loader of Greece, tickled my swelling heart. 

To croVn my trouble, ov’ry night the gods. 
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Oft as light slumber gave me ilest from care, 
Avenged their cruel altars, and reproach'd 
My sacrilegious pity, brandishing « 

The lightning's bolts before my dazzled eyes. 
With arm already raised as if to punish 
My fault. I yielded, conquer'd by Ulysses, 

And with wet eyes order’d my daughter's death. 
But from a mother’s arms she must be torn : 

I had to have recourse to base deceit. 

Achilles loved her, and I wrote to Argo^ 

As if at his request, saying that he, 

Eager to start with us, wish’d for her presence. 
That he might wed her ere we sail’d for Troy. 

ARCAS. 

Foarest thou not Achilles, quick in quarrel ? 
Dost think this hero, arm’d by love and reason. 
Will calmly lot his name be thus abused 
To expedite her murder, and be dumb 
Seeing his loved one slain before his eyes ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Achilles was not here ; his father Peleus, 
Fearing the efforts of a neighbouring foe, 

Had, as thou wilt remember, call'd him from us. 
And there was ev’ry cause to think this war 
Would have detain’d him longer than it did. 
But who can stop that torrent in its course ? 
Achilles goes to fight, and wins forthwith ; 

The victor, pressing on the heels of Fame, 
Arrived last night, and now is in the camp. 

Yet stronger motives paralyze mine arm : 

My daughter, who is hastening to her death. 
Far from suspecting such a dreadful sentence. 

Is pleased, perchance, her father is so kind ; 

My daughter — name that in itself is sacred, — 
So near in blood, so young ! Yet not for that 
I mourn, but for her virtues and the love 
Between us, — tenderness in me, in her 
A piety that nothing can outweigh. 

For which I promised a more meet return. 
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Can I believe thy justice, gracious Heav’n, 
Approves this dark and savage sacrifice ? 

Th-ine oracleg but put me to a test, 

And thou thyself would’st punish my obedience. 
Areas, to thee this private task I trust ; 

Herein disi)lay thy j^rudcnce and thy zeal. 

Tlie Qiieen, who found thee faithful when at Sparta, 
Has placed thee near my person. Take this letter. 
And go to meet the Queen without delay, 

Post-haste thy course pursuing towh'd MycenoB ; 
Whom when thou seest, forbid her to advance, 
Giving to her this letter I have written. 

Beware thou stray not ; take a trusty guide. 

If once my daughter dear sets foot in Aulis, 

Her life is lost ; Calchas, who waits her here, 

Will with a voice from Heaven drown our cries, 

The voice of angi*y gods, to which, alarmed, 

The Greeks will hearken and to that alone ; 

Those too whose jiroiid ainliition loathes my glory 
Will reassert their claims with fresh intrigues, 

Rob me of pow’r oilensive in their eyes — 

Go, save her from my weak irresolution. 

But prithee let not zeal outrun discretion. 

Give her no inkling of my wretched secret ; 

But, still deceived, let not my daughter know 
The danger whereunto 1 had exposed her ; 

Spare me the outcry of an angry mother, 

And •with thy voice confirm what I have written. 

To send the daughter and the mother home, 

I tell them that Achilles’ mind is changed, 

And that he wishes to postpone this marriage. 

For which he was so keen, till his return. 

Add that the secret of this sudden coldness 
Is thought to lie with fair young Eriphyle, 

Whom he himself from Lesbos brought, a cajitive. 
And who is kept at Argos with my daughter. 
That*is enough to say, and on all else 
Be silent. 

See how grows the light of day ; 

I hear a sound of voices. ’Tis Achilles. 

Go. Ai^ — good Heav’ns — Ulysses follows him ! 
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Scene 2. 

Agamemnon, Achilles, Ulysses. 


AGAMEMNON. 

Prince, can it be with such a ra])id course 
That victory has brought thee back to Aulis ? 

Are these the first flights of an imflcdgod valour ? 

What triuin[>hs will succeed such gi‘aud»(‘xploits ! ' 

All Thessaly reduced to j»eace, and conquest 
Of Lesbos made while waiting our departure. 

These would be trophies of eternal glory 
To any other, but to thee the sport 
Of idle moments. 

ACHILLES. 

Sir, my slight successes 

Are too much praised. May lleav’n that now detains us, 
Soon show a nobler field to rouse the heai-t 
That fain would i)rove itself worthy of prize 
So rare as that thou ofE’rest. But, my lord, 

Am I to trust a rumour that I hear 

With joy ? Dost deign so to promote my wishes ? 

Am I so soon the happiest of mortals ? 

’Tis said Tphigenia cymes to Aulis, 

And soon our fortunes will be link'd together. 

AGAMEMNON. 

My daughter? Who has told tliee she comes hither? 

ACHILLES. 

What is there to astonish thee in this ? 


AGAMEMNON (aside to Ulysses). 

Heav’ns ! Can my fatal stratagem have reach’d 
His ears ! 

ULYSSES. 

The King’s astonishment is just. 
Dost thou forget how dark is all around us ? 


V 
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Nay, by the gods, this is no time for weddings ! 
While idly float our vessels, from the sea 
Shut out, pur forces wasting, and all Greece 
Perturb’d, when, to avert the wrath of Heav’n, 
We may be call’d on to spill blood most precious, 
Achilles thinks of love and love alone ! 

Will he so rudely flout the general fear ? 

And shall the Grecian Leader so i)rovoke 
The Fates as here and now to celebrate 
A ^arriage feast ? Ah, is it thus thy soul 
With patriotic fervour shares the woe 
Of Greece ? 


ACHILLES. 

• Which loves her more, thou or myself. 

Our deeds shall prove on the wide plains of Troy : 
Till then I leave thee to display thy zeal, 

Nor will I interrupt thy pious prayers 
On her behalf. With victims load the altars. 
Thyself consult the entrails, and inquire 
Why iEolus imprisons all the winds : 

But I, resigning all such cares to Calchas, 

Must crave tliy kind permission to despatch 
A marriage inoffensive to the gods. 

But thirst for glory will not let mo rest. 

Soon on this strand will I rejoin the Greeks j 

’Twould vex me sorely if another foot 

Than mine should first laud on the Trojan shore. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Oh, why does Heav’n with secret envy stirr’d. 

Close all approach to Asia ’gainst such heroes ? 
Have I beheld so noble a display 
Of zeal, but to return more sick at heart V 

• ULYSSES. 

Gods ! How is this ? 

ACHILLES 

What dost thou dare say ? 
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AGAMEMNON, 

That each and all, hravc i>rince, must hence retire ; 

That, lured too lonp; by hopes that have deceivecl us, 

We vainly wait for winds that will not come. 

Heav’n shelters Troy, and signifies its wrath 
By supernaiAiral obstacles that bar 
Our passage thither. 

ACHILLES. 

By what signs has?> Heav’n ^ 

Declared its wrath ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Thou knowest thine own fate 
Predicted by the gods, — forgive my freedom. 

To thee have they assigned great Ilium’s fall ; 

But, as the price of such a glorious conquest, 

Thy tomb is mark’d out on the plains of Troy ; 

We know thy life, that else were long and happj, 

Is destined there to perish in its prime. 

ACHILLES. 

Shall then so many kings, met to avenge 4 

Thee and thine house, turn home disgraced and shamed 
For ever ? And shall Paris, in his love 
Triumphant, keep unharm’d thy consort’s sister ? 

A.GAMEMNON. 

Has not thy valour, prince, outstripping ours, 

Sufficiently avenged our wounded honour ? 

Unhappy Lesbos, by thine hands laid waste, 

Strikes terror into all th’ iEgean isles : 

Troy has beheld the flames, and to her ports 

The waves have roll’d charr’d beams and mangled corpses. 

Nay more, — ^the Trojans weep another Helen, 

Whom to Mycenae thou hast sent a captive : 

For ’tis in vain to keep that birth a secret 
Which pride and beauty in each glance betray ; 

Her very silence marks nobility, 

And tells us her illustrious origin. 
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ACHILLES. 

No, no, all this is plausible evasion : 

‘Dim in far distance are the secrets known 
To Heav*n. Shall I he daunted by vain throats, 
And shun the path of honour in thy track ? 

The Fates, ’tis true, when to a mortal’s couch 
iSty mother came, warn’d her my choice would lie 
Between a life long and inglorious. 

Or else an early death with fame to follow. 

But, Since I soon (Jr fate must reach the tomb, 

Shall I, a useless burden on the earth, 

And chary of the blood a goddess gave. 

Wait with my father for obscure old age, 

.^d, scorning glory, leave behind no name 
To outlive death ? Away with obstacles 
Unworthy ! Honour speaks, it is enough ; 

That is my oraolc. The gods comniancl 
Our span of life, but in our own hand ri^sts 
Our glory. Why should wo torment ourselvi's 
With what belongs to Heaven ? Be it ours 
To rival the Immortals, and, let fate 
Act as it will, embrace the course that leads 
To destinies as mighty as their own. 

That goal is Troy, and, warn me as they may, 

I ask no other boon than winds to waft 
Me thither ; and tho’ I alone should wage 
This. war, Patroclus and myself will wreak 
Your vengeance. But not so, to thee is giv’n 
The task, I only crave a follower’s place. 

No more I urge approval of the passion 

Which for a time would part me from these shores ; 

That very love, careful of thy renown, 

Prompts me to stay, and by a firm example 
Encourage all the army, uor consents 
To leave thee to be sway’d by timid counsels. 


n. 


L 
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Scene 3. 

Acamemnon, Ulysses. 

ULYSSES. 

You hear, my lord : whatever price it cost. 

He is resolved to speed his course to Troy. 

We fear’d his love ; and, happily mistaken. 

To-day he arms our bands against him^lf. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Alas ! 

ULYSSES. 

What must I deem this sigh portends ^ 

Is it a protest of reluctant nature ? 

And has a single night sufliced to shako 
Your purpose ? l)id your heart sj^eak in the words 
Just heard ? Think well : you owe t<^ Groect^ your daughter, 
Your word is pledged to us, and on that promise? 

Cal eh as relying to the Greeks foretells 
The sure return of favourable winds. 

If the event conflicts with his prediction, 

Think you that Calchas can continue silent, 

That he will be persuaded to allow 
The gods are false, without accusing you ? 

Who knows what in their wrath, that seems them just, 
The Greeks may do, defrauded of their victim ? 

Beware of forcing an indignant jHiople 
To make their choice between the gods and you. 

Was it not you yourself whose urgent voice 
Summon’d us all to far Scamander’s banks, 

From town to town appealing to those oaths 
Which Helen’s suitors took in former days, 

When all your brother’s rivals throughout Greece 

Sought her in marriage from Tyndareus 

Her sire ? Whatever bridegroom she might choose, 

His right wo then swore stoutly to defend j 
And should his prize be stolen, we engaged 
To bring him the j)re8uniptuous robber’s head. 
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But without ^ou that oath, which love imposed, 
Would with that love have pass’d and been forgolton : 
You made us loose tlie later tics that bound 
Our hearts to home, leaving our wives and children. 
And when, assembled here from land and sea, 

The eyes of all flaslx vengeance for your salvt* ; 

When Gr<ioce, already voting you her loader, 

Owns you the author of this grand emprise^ 

"When all her kings, who might dispute that rank 
With yon, are ready in your cause t(^ risk 
Theif very lives ; to, only Agamemnon 
Refuses to buy victory and fame 
With a few drops of blood, and, sore dismay’d 
E’en at the outset, orders a retreat ! 


AGAMEMNON. 

Ah, it is easy for a heart that knows 
No woe like mine to bo magnanimous 1 
But if you saw your son Teleraachus 
Approach the altar, deck’d for sacrifice, 

Tiiat dreadful spectacle would make you blench, 
And we should see you soon exchange your scorn 
For tears, picrco<l with such grief as now I feel. 
And cast yourself ’tween Calchas and your boy ! 
You know that I have giv’ii my solemn word. 
And, if my daughter comes, she shall be slain ; 
But if a happier fate, iu spite of me, 

Keel)s her at home, or stops her on the way. 
Then let these savage rites be urged no more. 

Let me interpret in my daughter’s favour 
This obstacle, and welcome it as sent 
By some kind god who watches o’er her life. 
Your cruel counsels have prevail’d too far, 

And now I blush — 


V 
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Scene 4. 

I 

Agamemnon, Ulysses, Eueybates. 


Come yon ? 


EURYBATES. 

My lord — 

AGAMEMNON. 

Ah, with what message 

o 

EURYBATES. 


The Queen, whose steps my haste outstripp’d, 
Will soon consign your daughter to your arms ; 

She now draws near, hut for some time she lost 
The way, within these woods around the camp ; 

Amid their gloomy shades we hardly found 
Again the right direction we had quitted. 


AGAMEMNON. 

Good Heav’ns ! 

EURYBATES. 

She also }>rmgs young Eriphyle 
Who fell into Achilles’ hands in Lesbos, 

And comes to Aulis, as she says, to ask 
Of Calchas what her unknown destiny 
May be. Already are the tidings spread 
Of their ajjproach, and an enchanted crowd 
Admiring view Iphigenia’s charms, 

And cry aloud to Heav’n with ceaseless prayers 
To bless lier. Some greet with respectful homage 
The Queen, while others fain woxild learn the cause 
Which brings her. But they all alike confess 
That if the gods never enthroned a king 
More glorious, or with equal favours crown’d, 
Never was father hajipier than yourself. 


AGAMEMNON. 

Enough, Eurybates ; now you may leave us. 

I must consider what is to be <fone. 

t 
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Scene 5. 

Agamemnon, Ulysses. 

AGAMEMNON. 

jTist Heaven, *tis thus, making thy vongfianco sure, 
That thou dost break the web vain prudence sj>ins ! 
Would that I were at least free to let fall 
Tears^that relieve flie anguish of the heart ! 

Sad destiny of kings ! Slaves that we are 
To fate's severity and men’s opinions. 

We sec ourselves beset with witnesses, 

Alid the most wretched do not dare to weep. 

ULYSSES. 

I am no stranger to a father's weakness, 

My own heart tells me all that thou must fool, 

And, sympathizing with eacjh troubled sigh. 

I’m more disposed to sliare than blame thy tears. 

But now no plea is left for love to urge 

With justice. Lo, the gods have brought their victim 

To Calchas, and he Itnows it. If she tarry, 

He will not fail himself to come and claim Ikt. 

Are we not yet alone ? Indulge thy grief. 

Check not the tears that tenderness extorts. 

Movftn for the maiden’s blood, mourn ; but, to soothe 
Thine anguish, think what honour thence will spring : 
See Hellespont all white beneath our oars, 

And faithless Troy in flames, her j^eople led 
In fetters, Priam prostrate at thy knees, 

And Helen to her spouse by thee restored ; 

See the gay garlands on each lofty stern 
Of our triumphant fleet, with thee return'd 
TomAulis here, in glory that shall be 
The theme of countless ages yet unborn. 

AGAMEMNON. 

I know too well ’tis useless to resist. 

6-0 ; an4 the victim soon shall follow thee. 
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But silence Calclias until all is ready ; 

Hel]) me the dreadful mystery to hide, 

While far from sight so sad a mother’s steps 1 guide. 


ACT II. 

Scene 1. 

Eriphylb, Doris. 

ERIPHYIiE. 

Let us relieve them of our prosen(‘e, Doris, 

While in the arms of father and of husband 
They vie in demonstration of their love, 

Thus setting free my sorrow and their joy. 

DORIS. 

Why, Madam, acting as your own tormentor. 

Give you yourself up to tears and misery ? 

All is displeasing to a cJiptivc’s eyes, 

Joy vanishes with liberty, I know ; 

But when in sorer straits we cross’d the waves. 
Against our will, with him who conquer’d Lesbos ; 
When in his vessel borne, a timid thrall, 

You saw the victor who in human blood 
Had waded, from your eyes fell fewer tears, 

And sorrow was not then your sole employment. 

Now all smiles bi*ightly ; sweet Iphigenia 
Is bound to you by ties of true affection ; 

She pities you with all a sister’s love. 

And e’en at Troy you would not meet such kindness. 
You wish’d to see the place to which her father 
Call’d her, and here at Aulis you arrive 
With her. Yet, strange fatality, your grief 
Se^ms to increase with cveiy step we take. 

ERIPHYLE. 

Nay, strange ’twould be if hapless Eriphyle 
Could be a calm spectator of their joy. 
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Think yon that my dejection ought to vanish 
At sight of happiness I may not share ? 

I see a dauj^hter in a father’s arms, 

The pride and glory of a mother’s heart ; 

While I, exposed to perils ever new. 

Indebted from my cradle to the care 
Of strangers, live sinCve first I saw the light 
Without the comfort of a parent’s smile. 

I know not who I am, and, worst of all, 

A di^padful oracle^ to ignorance 

Attaches safety, saying that the day 

That brings to light the source from which I spring 

Must see me perish. 

* DORIS. 

Nay, pursue your search 
Undaunted. Heav’n delights in mystery, 

And hides its meaning under strange disguise : 
Losing a false name you will thus regain 
Your own. No other danger need you dread ; 

*Tis thus that Erij)h vle is to perish. 

You know your name was changed in infancy. 


ERIPHYLE. 

Naught else about myself to me is known ; 

Your poor ill-fated sire, who knew the rest, 
N^er vouchsafed me any further light. 

He said my proper rank should be restored 
To me in Troy, whither, alas, I thought 
To go invited, and resume the name 
Derived from royal ancestors. Already 
I seem’d to look upon that famous city. 

But Heaven brought to Lesbos fell Achilles, 

And all gave way before his dire attack. 

Your father, buried ’neath a heap of slain, 

L5ft me a captive, to myself unknown ; 

And there remain’d of all my promised greatness 
To me, the slave of Greeks, naught but the pride 
Of noble blood, which I am powerless 
To prpve. 
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DORIS. 

In slaying such a faithful witness, 

How cruel, Madam, must that hand appear 
Which did the deed ! But Calchas, famous Calchas 
Is here, who reads the secrets of the gods. 

They deign themselves to teach him, and he sees 
The future and the past alike unveil’d : 

He cannot fail to know your parentage. 

This camp itself is full of kind protectors : 

Wedding Achilles, soon Iphigenia 
Will offer you a home beneath his care, 

As promised in my presence and confirm’d 
With oaths. She looks for this as the first pledge 
Of faith from him. 

ERIPHTLE. 

What would you say, dear Doris, 
If of my woes this marriage was the worst? 

DORIS. 

What, Madam ! 

ERIPHYLE. 

It sur|)risc8 you to see 
That my distress refuses consolation. 

Listen, and you will marvel that I live. 

To be a stranger, captive, and unknown 
E’en to myself, is but a light affliction ; 

Achilles, author of the woes of Lesbos, 

Of thine and mine, who took me prisoner, 

Wlio snatch’d your father from me, and with him 
The knowledge of my birth, whoso very name 
Should make me shudder, is of mortals dearest 
To me. 

DORIS. 

Ah ! What is this you say ! 

ERIPHYLE. 

I thought 

To let eternal silence hide my weakness : 

But when the heart is full it overflows, 
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And once for all I make a true confession. 

Ask me not, on what slender hope relying, 

I learned to •ntertain this fatal love. 

I cannot charge therewith any false pity 
That my misfortunes seem’d to wake in hiin : 
The gods without a doubt take cruel joy 
la shooting all the shafts of their ill-will 
At me. Shall I recall the dread remembrance 
Of that sad day which cast us both in chains ? 
Long^n those hands that tore me from my home 
I lay in darkness, lifeless and despairing. 

At last my wan eyes sought the light of day ; 
Seeing myself seized by an arm inured 
To blood, I trembled, Doris, and I fear’d 
To a savage conqueror’s frightful frown. 

I went on board his vessel, holding him 
A hateful monster that my eyes were loath 
To look on. I beheld him ; in his face 
I saw no fierceness ; on my lips reproach 
Remain’d unutter’d, while against myself 
My heart declared, and, all my wratli forgotten, 

I could but weep, to such a gentle guide 
Submissive. Loved at Lesbos, no less dear 
Is he at Aulis. Offers of protection, 

Of sympathy and succour, all are vain. 

So works the madness that torments iny heart 

Iphigenia’s proffer’d hand T take 

Only, unseen, to arm myself against her, 

And thwart the happiness I cannot bear. 

DOBIS. 

How can a feeble spite avail to harm her ? 

Were it not better never to have left 
Mycenee, than t’ encounter torture here. 
Struggling against a hopeless, hidden flame ? 

• 

EBIPHYLE. 

I wish’d to stay, my Doris, but the more 
I shuun’d the picture of her triumph here, 
sad to me, ^te drew me to these shores ; 
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T heard a secret voice that bade me come 
And whisper’d that my presence mipfht relieve 
My aching heart, and, on their joy intruding < 
With near approach, some shadow of my woe 
Might fall, perchance, on them with fatal blight. 
That is what brings me hither, not impatience 
To learn to whom I owe a birth so wretched : 

Or rather that their marriage may to me 
Serve as the sentence that shall end my bfe. 

Yes, Doris, I will die ; a sudden stroke , 

Shall bury in the darkness of the tomb 
My shame, heedless of parents still unknown, 
Whom my infatuation lias dishonour’d. 

DORIS. 

Ah, how I pity you ! What tyranny — 

ERIPHYLE. 

Lo, Agamemnon and Ipliigenia ! 


Scene 2. 

Agamemnon, Iphiqenia, Eriphyle, Doris. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Whither so fast away ? What urgent need 
Calls thee, my lord, so soon from our embrace V 
To what shall I impute this hasty flight ? 

With due respect I yielded to the Queen 
The earliest greeting. May I not, in turn, 

Detain thee for a moment, and display 
The joy that — 

AGAMEMNON. 

Yes, my daughter, let thine arms 
Clasp me ; thy father has not ceased to love thee. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Dear is that love to me. How I rejoice 


V 
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To see thee, in new majesty resplendent ! 

What pow’r and glory ! Fame had told already 
A tale of wonder whie.h had reached onr ears ; 

But seeing close at hand a sight so welcome, 

How my surprise and pleasure are increased ! 

Ye gods ! How Greece must love and honour him ! 
What bliss to be the child of such a sire ! 

AOAMEMNON. 

Daughter, thou dlid’st deserve a haj)i>ier father. 

IPIIIGENIA. 

What happiness is wanting to thy wishes ? 

What Iring to greater honours can aspire ? 

Are not my thanks — thanks only — due to Heav’n ? 

AGAMEMNON (asiile). 

Great gods ! Shall I prej)are her for her fate ? 

IPHIOENIA. 

Why dost thou hide thy face, my lord, and sigh ? 

It seems to pain thee but to look on me. 

Have we by thee unbidden left Mycenaj ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

I see thee, child, with the same eyes of love 
As ever ; but, with change of time and place. 
Gladness is overmatch’d with anxious thoughts. 

IPHIOENIA. 

Father, forget the cares of office now. 

1 know we must be parted, and for long. 

Thou need’st not blush to give a father’s love 
A moment’s sway. Thou seest that none is near 
But a young princess who has heard me boast 
Thy tenderness to me. A hundred times 
I promised thou would* st love her for my sake. 
And made no secret of my happiness : 

Whatiwill she think of this indifference ? 
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Have I buoy’d up Her wishes with false hopes ? 

Wilt thou not clear this trouble from thy brow ? 

AGAMETiINON. 

My daughter ! 

IPHIGENIA. 

speak, I hear. 


AGAMEMNON. 

Ah, no ; I cannot. 


IPHIGENIA. 

Perish the Trojan prince, who caused these ills ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

Ere that may be, ’twill cost us many a tear. 

IPHIGENIA. 

The gods with special care watch o’er thy lif(» ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

Long have I found them cruel and unheeding. 


IPHIGENIA. 

Calchas, I hear, a solemn sacrifice 
Prej^ares. 


To mercy ! 


AGAMEMNON. 

Ah, might I first their hearts incline 

IPHIGENIA. 

Will it soon be offer’d ? 


AGAMEMNON. 

Sooner 


IPHIGENIA. 

Shall I be free to join 


Than I could wish. 
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My pray’rs with thine, shall thy glad family 
Surround the altar ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Ah!— 

IPHIGENIA. 

\Vliy art thou silent ? 

• c AGAMEMNON. 

Thou shalt he theiv, my daughter I 

Fare thee well. 

Scene 3. 

Iphigenia, Eriputle, Doris. 

IPHIGKNIA. 

What am I to expect from this sad greeting ? 

A secret horror makes iny blood run cold : 

Against my will I dread some ill unknown. 

Just gods f Yc know whose safety I imidorc I 

ERIPH7LE. 

anxious cares that needs must overwhelm him, 
Does but a little coldness make you tremble ? 

Alas 1 What reason then have 1 to sigh. 

Who never knew a parent's tender care. 

Cast among strangers from my very birth, 

Not even then perchance welcomed with looks 
Of love ! If your affection by a father 
Is scorn'd, at least you liavo a mother’s breast 
Whereon to weep. Your woe is not so keen, 

But Jthat a lover’s hand can dry your tears 1 

IPHIOENIA. 

I’ll not gainsay it. Grief itself must yield 
^)re Iona before the efforts of Achilles. 
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His love, his valour — ay, a daughter's duty 
Give him just claim over my heart and soul. 

But of himself I know not what to think : i 

This lover, so impatient to behold me, 

Whom nothing could induce to leave these shores 
Till from my distant home a father call'd me 
To be his bride, — where is the eagerness 
With which I deem’d him waiting to receive me ? 
For two days past, as ev’ry hour we came 
Nearer this place, which I so wish’d to see, 

I thought each timid glance would light on him 
With which I scaiin'd the ways that led from Aulis, 
Sending my heart far in advance to meet him, 

And ask'd of all T saw’, where was Achilles. 

At last, without his escort, we arrive, 

Jostled and stared at by a crowd of strangers j 
Still he appears not. Agamemnon seems 
Afraid to let his lips pronounce his name. 

Where is he ? Who can solve this mystery ? 

And shall I find the lover no less cold 
Than the sad father ? Have the cares of war 
Extinguish'd in all hearts the warmth of love ? 

But no, unjust alarm wrongs his devotion. 

’Twas I who urged hiui to assist the cause 
Of Greece. He was not present when at Sparta 
All Helen's suitiOrs to her father took 
Their solemn oath. Alone of all the Greeks 
Unbound by any pledge, if against Troy 
He sails, 'tis for my sake. Myself the prize 
Sufficient, wedding me, thither he flics. 


Scene 4. 

CLTTiEMNESTBA, IpHIQENIA, EbIPHTLE, DoBIS, 
CLYT.ffiMNESTRA. 

My daughter, we must hence without delay, 

And save by flight your honour and my own. 

I am no more astonish'd that your father 
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IPHIGENIA. 
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Seem’d overwhelm’d with sorrow and confusion 
At seeing us again : wishing to spare 
The insult ot rejection, he by Areas 
Had sent this letter, only just received, 

For, as wc went astray, he fail’d to find as. 

Come then, and let us save our wounded honour : 
^chiJles, it would seem, has changed his mind 
About your marriage, and declines the favour 
We would bestow, postj^oiiing the espousals 

Till his return. 

• • 

IPHIGFINIA. 

What do I hear ? 

• CLYT/EMNESTRA. 

This insult 

Flushes your cheek. Let pride your courage arm. 
Thougli, of his suit approving, it was I 
Myself who promised you to him in Argos, 

Moved by th(^ fame of his nobility 
To wed you to the offspring of a goddess ; 

Yet, since his base rcixmtance now belies 
Birth so divine as rumour has reported, 

It rests with us to show him who we are, 

And sec in him the lowest of mankind. 

Shall we by staying longer make him Ihiiik 
We wish and wait for the retuni of love 
To his cold heart. The nuptials he defers 
Let us dissolve. Your father has been told 
Of my intent, and comes to take farewell. 

I must make ready for our prompt departure. 

{To Eriphylb.) 

I do not urge you, Madam, to return 
With U 9 ; in dearer hands I leave you here. 

Your secret schemes have come to light, nor was ic 
Calfihas who drew your willing steps to Aulis. 
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Scene 5. 

Iphigenia, Eriphtle, Doris. 

» 

IPHIOENIA. 

In what despair and woe these words have left me ! 
Achilles then is fickle in his love ! 

I must go bach to Argos in disgrace ! 

And *tis not Calclias are seeking heiie ! 

ERIPHYLE. 

Madam, I fail to understand such speech. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Nay, you can comprehend me if you will. 

Fate’s cruel sentence robs me of a husband ; 

Will you abandon me to my misfortune ? 

You could not stay without me at Mycenae ; 

Are we to staii; from Aulis without you ? 

ERIPHYLE. 

I wish to see the prophet ere I start. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Why do you then delay to let him know it ? 

ERIPHYLE. 

A moment more will see you on your way. 

IPHIGENIA. 

A moment sometimes clears up many doubts. 

But I am pressing you too closely, Madam ; 

see what I was loath to think : Achilles — 

In your impatience to get rid of me — 

ERIPHYLE. 

I ? You suspect me of this treachery ? 

How can I love the cruel hand that crush’d me, 
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IPHiaSNIA. 


IGl 


Dyed crimson in the blood of all iny kin, 

That lit the blazing torch, and laid in ashes 
Lesbos — • 

IPHIGENTA. 

Ah yes, you love him, 1)ase deceiver ! 

The savage conduct that you paint so well. 

Those arms that you have seen stain’d red with gore, 
J^'ury and flames, and Lesbos burnt to a.-ihes, 

All these have stajnp’d his image on your heart, 

And, far from shuddering at their remembrance, 

It even gives you pleasure to repeat tlieni. 

When your complaints were loudest, more than once 
^might have seen your thoughts, and so I did, 

Ihit with good-natured readiness 

Replaced the bandage from mine eyes removed. 

You love him. Ah ! What fatal misconception 
Made me receive my rival in mine arms ? 

My heart I gave her blindly, and to-day 
Pledged the ])rotection of its i)erjijred lover. 

Little I thought so soon to see her triumpli, 

And be myself chain’d to her chariot wheels. 

The selfishness of jjassion I can i>ardoii 
That robs me of the heart I deem’d mine own ; 

But not the treachery that laid a snare 
To catch me, and then suffer’d me, un warn’d, 

To step therein, finding thus, far from home. 

No aWent welcome, but a cold repulse. 

ERIPHYLE. 

This charge is one that fills me with surprise ; 

I have not been accustom’d to such words ; 

And though the gods have long press’d hard against me, 
As yet they spared my ears a wound so grievous. 

But some excuse is due to love’s injustice. 

What warning would you wish me to have giv’n ? 

Can you sujipose Achilles could prefer 
To Agamemnon’s daughter one who knows 
Naught of her birth save that within her veins 
Plows bl<|od such as Achilles burns to shed ? 

II. M 
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IPHIGENIA. 

You triumph, cruel one, and flout my wrongs^ 
Making me feel my misery the more. 

Why with the honours of my birth com 2 )are 
Your exile, but the better to enhance 
Your victory unjust ? But curb your transports ; 
This Agamemnon whom you choose to mock 
Holds sway o’er Greece, yet condescends to love 
His daughter, and resents her injuries 
More warmly than herself. My tears ili prospect 
Moved him to sighs he sought in vain to stifle. 
Alas ! His gloomy greeting I condemn’d 
And dared to blame his want of tenderness ! 


Scene 6. 

Achilles, Ifhigenia, Eeiphyle, Doris. 

ACHILLES. 

Can it be so ? Is it yourself I see ? 

I thought that all the camp had been deceived. 

You here in Aulis ! With what purpose come you ? 
1 heard another tale from Agamemnon. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Be of good cheer, my lord ; I will not thwart 
Your wishes, and shall soon be gone again. 


Scene 7. 

Achilles, Ebiphyle, Doris. 

ACHILLES. 

She flics from me ! Am I awake, or dreaming ? 
Into what fresh distraction am I plunged ! 
Madam, I know not if without offence 
Achilles may present himself before you ; 



IPHIGENIA. 
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But if you will not scorn a foe’s entreaty, 

If e’er liis caj)tive touch’d a chord of pity 

In him, yo^ know what brings their footsteps hither, 

You know — 


ERIPHTLE. 

And does my lord not know it too ? 
•Did not your eager love a month ago 
Desire Iheir presence here without delay ? 

* ACHILLES. 

A month ago I was not here myself ; 

It was but yesterday that I return’d. 

ERIPHTLE. 

What ! Was it not your love inspired the letter 
That Agamemnon to Mycenae wrote ? 

Were you not smitten with his daughter’s charms — 

ACHILLES. 

Ay, and more captivated now than ever. 

If wishes could have carried me to Argos, 

I would myself this journey have forestall’d. 

Yet she flies from me. What has been iiiy crime? 

1 see around me none but hostile eyes : 

Tliis very moment Calchas and Ulysses, 

With Nestor too, used all their eloquence 
In opposition to my love, and seem’d 
To urge that honour had siiixjrior claim. 

What subtle scheme can they be hatching here ! 

Am I a laughing-stock to all the army ? 

I’ll enter, and extort from them their secret. 
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Scene 8. 

EKiPiiyLTc, Doris. 

ERIPHYLE. 

Ye gods, who see my sluxme, where shall I hide me? 
Proud rival, thou art loved ; yet dost thou murmur ! 
^tiist I at once tliy triumph and reproaches 
Endure ? Ah, rather- - * 

But I’ni much mistaken, 

Or over them a storm, ready to burst, 

Threatens disturbance to their happiness : 

Iphigeiiia is deceived, Achilles 

Mock’d, Agamemnon groans. I’ll not despair ; 

And, if my hatred finds support from fate, 

I shall Iviiow how to turn it to my profit, 

IS or weep alone, nor die without revenge. 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. 

Agamemnon, Clyt^mnestra. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

'Tis true, my lord, wc should have gone ere now 
Far on our way to Argos, where your daughter 
Might weep for her disgrace, leaving Achilles 
And you in anger, had not he himself 
Just now, astonish’d at our sudden flight. 

Restrain’d us with such oaths as could not fail 
To make us trust him, urgent for the marriage ' 

We thought postponed, while love and wrath contended 
For mastery, disowning the false rumour. 

Eager to know its author and confound him : 

Banish suspicions which have marr’d our joy. 
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AGAMEMNON. 

Yes, Madatn, with my saiKttioii you may trust him. 
I recoguise the error that deceived me. 

And share your joy to th’ utmost of my ]K)w’r. 
Would you have Calohas to my family 
•Unite him ? Send your daughter to the altar; 

I will be there. But, ore proceeding fni thor, 

I wish’d to speak a word with you in piivate. 

Yoi^ see how yont have brought her to a ]>lai e 
Where all breathes war, not hymeneal .'^ongs. 

The tumult of a camp, soldiers and sailors 
With spears and javelins bristling round tlie altar, 
«0£Eer a scene to swell Achilles’ pride. 

But Lu your tender sight harsh and uncouth. 

Shall Greece there see the consort of their King 
Bereft of dignity and royal state ? 

Hoar me. Without you, let I])higenia 
Go to this marriage, by ja^ur maids attended. 

CJiYTiEMNESTRA. 

What! Must J then, to other arms confiding 
My child, not finish what I have begun. 

And, after bringing her from Argos hither. 

Refuse to guide her footsteps to the altar 1 
Is yours to be a nearer place than mine 
By ^alchas ? Who will give her to Achilles, 

Or order the procession as is meet ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

This is not Atreus’ palace, where you arc, 

But a rude camp — 

CLTTA5MNESTRA. 

• Where all submits to you, 

Where Asia’s fate is to your hands intrusted, 
Where marshall’d ’neath your sway I see the whole 
Of Greece, where Thetis’ son will call me mother. 
^In what proud palace upon all the earth 
Gould I* appear with more magnificence ? 
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AGAMEMNON. 

Deign, Madam, for the sake of the Immortals ‘ 
From whom we spring, to grant my love this favour. 
1 have my reasons. 


CLTTASMNESTRA. 

By those selfsame gods 
Deprive me not, my lord, of sight so sweet. 

Why should my presence here make you itshamed ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

I had hoped more from your obliging temper 
But, since the force of reason cannot move you 
And my entreaty has so little pow’r, 

My tone must change to one of stern command. 

It is my will you do as I have said. 

Obey. 


Scene 2. 

Clyt^mnestra. 

What means he, cruel and unjust, 
Thus from the marriage altar to debar me ? 
Proud of new rank, forgets he who I am ? 

And am I deem'd unworthy to appear 
Beside him ? Or, timid 'mid all his pow'r, 
F'ears he that Helen's sister may bring scorn 
On him ? Why should I hide me ? Is it fair 
His shame should be reflected on my brow ? 
But, since it is his will, my own submits. 

Thy happiness, my daughter, makes amends 
For all. Heav’n gives Achilles to thine arms, 
And I am overjoy’d — 

But, lo, himself ! 
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Scene 3. 

Achilles, CLYTiEMNESTBA. 

ACHILLES. 

• 

Madam, all goes according to my wishes ; 
Misunderstandings clear’d, the King is ^leased 
To trust my ardour, and, ere all is said, 

Witli warm embrace accepts me for a son. 

Few words express’d consent. But have you heard 
What joy your presence to the camp has brought ? 
^The gods will be appeased ; Calchas proclaims 
Their reconciliation in an hour ; 

That Neptune and the winds our pray’rs will grant. 
Soon as his hand the victim’s blood shall spill. 
Already every ship with sails outspread 
Is turn’d tow’rds Troy, relying on his promise. 

As for myself, tho’ love were gratified 
If Heav’n were still to keep its breezes back, 

Tho* I must grieve to quit this happy shore 
Where soon for me the nuptial torch will glow ; 

Yet can I fail to welcome an occasion 
To seal our marriage-bond with Trojan blood, 

And ’neath Troy’s ruins bury the disgrace 
Of one whose family will then be mine. 


Scene 4. 

Achilles, CLTT.ffiMNESTBA, Iphigenia, Eriphyle, 
Doris, jEgina. 

, ACHILLES. 

On you, dear princess, all my hopes depend ; 

Your father to our union yields consent, 

And at the altar waits. There take a heart 
Already yours. 
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IPHIGENTA^ 

*Tis not yet time to go. 

With the queen’s leave, my lord, I dare to asV 
A pledge your love should grant right willingly. 

On this young princess, for my sake, take pity : 
Heav*n on her brow has stamp’d nobility. 

Her eyes bedew’d with tears, she ever mourns 
He.r misery ; you know it, for from you 
It came. And I m^^self, unjustly wroth, 

Have made her more unhappy than befcxi-e. 

I fain would counicTact by timely hel]> 

The wrong my words have done her, if I m;iy. 

My voice 1 lend her now, I can no more. 

My lord, you only can undo your work : 

She is your captive ; and at your command 
Her chains will fall, and give my heart relief. 

Thus then inaugurate this happy day, 

Nor let the sight of us increase In^r woe. 

Show that I am about to wed a king 

Who, not content to strike men’s hearts with fear, 

Does not coniine his fame to fire and sword. 

But, melted by the tears of one he loves 
And ill his hour of victor> disarm’d 
By grief, can imitate the gods from whom 
He springs. 

EBIPHYLE. 

Yes, Sir, assuage these poignant pangs. * 
Lesbos subdued, your captive I became ; 

But ’tis to push the rights of war too far 
To add the torment that I suffer here. 


You, Madam ? 


ACHILLES 

EBIPHYLE. 


Yes, my lord; all else omitted, 
What punishment more dire can you impose 
Than this of giving my sad eyes the pain 
Of seeing those who persecute me happy ? 

I hear on all sides threats against my people ; 
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I see an army raging to attack them ; 

And now, to add a sorer wound, I see 
Flames to devour my country in the torch 
Of Hymen. Far from Aulis and from you, 

For ever wretched and unknown for ever, 

Let me go hide a fate that claims compassion, 
Y^hose bitterness these tears but half express. 

ACHILLES. 

Too ipuch, fair princess ! Come that, in the sight 
Of Greece, Achilles may pronounce you free. 

This hour, to me more sweet than all before, 

Shall gladden you with libei-t.y once more. 


Sce7ie 5. 

Achilles, Clttjemnestra, Iphigenia, Eriphtle, Arcas, 
jEgina, Doris. 


arcas. 

Madam, all’s ready for the solemn rite. 

Beside the altar the King waits his daugliter ; 
I come to claim iier : or, more truly, Sir, 

I come for her thy succour to implore 
Against him. 

• ACHILLES. 

Arcas, what is this ? 


CLYTiEMNBSTRA. 

Great gods! 
arcas (to Achilles).^ 

Thou, Sir, and thou alone, canst now defend her. 


’Gainst whom ? 


ACHILLES. 

arcas. 

His name I utter with regret ; 
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Too long already have I kept his secret ; 

The knife, the fire, the fillet, all are ready, 

And, were the stroke on mine own head to fall, 
I needs must speak. 


clyt^mnestra. 

Explain thyself. I tremble, 

ACHILLES. 

Speak, be it what may, and have no fea^. 

ARCAS. 

Thou her affianced husband, thou her mother, 

Beware, send not the princess to her father. 

CLTTJBMNESTRA. 

Why, what have we to dread ? 

ACHILLES. 

^ Wherefore distrust him ? 


aRCAS. 

He at the altar waits to offer her 
In sacrifice. 

ACHILLES. 

Her sire ! 

cltt^mnestra. 

His child ! 

iphigenia. 

My father ! 

ebiphyle. 

Te gods, what tidings ! 

ACHILLES. 

Wliat blind rage can arm 
His mind against her? Who could hear of it 
Without a shudder ? 
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ABCA8. 

Would that I could douht it ! 
By Calchas’ voice the oracle demands her, 

Kef using to accept another victim ; 

The gods, who hitherto have favour’d Paris, 
this price only promise favouring winds 
And Troy’s destruction. 


Foul murder! 


CLTTiEMNESTBA. 

Can the gods command 


IPHIGENIA. 

For what guilt am I condemned 
To such a fate ? 

CLTT^MNESTRA. 

No more am I surprised 
That I should be forbidden to approach 
The altar. 

iPHioENiA (to Achilles). 

This, then, is my destined marriage ! 


AKCAS. 

The King devised these nuptials to deceive you : 
Deceived was all the army like yourselves. 

CLTT.®MNESTBA. 

See how I stoop to clasp thy laiees ! 

ACHILLES {raising her). 

Ah, Madam 1 


CLTT^MNESTBA. 

I loathe my royal dignity. Forget it. 

This sad humiliation suits a lot 
Desp’rate, unless my tears can stir thy pity. 
A mother feels no shame thus at thy feet 
^o fall. , Alas ! it is thy bride they snatch 
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Out of tliino arms ; whose tender hopes I nursed 
From childhood. ’Twas in search of thee we reach’d 
Tliis fatal shore ; thy name brings her to doUth. 

Shall she go beg for justicjo from the gods, 

And clasp their altars, for her pacrifice 
Festoon’d? She has none other here than thee ; 
Tliou art to her a father, husband, Hc'av’ii, 

Her only shelter. In thine eyes I read 
Unutterable grief. With him, iny cliild, 

I Iciave thee. Quit her not, but wait f(,'r me ; 

To faithless Agamemnon must I hasten, 

And overwhelm him with indignant fury ; 

Calchas will have to find another victim : 

Or, if I cannot save my daughter’s lif(', 

My neck shall first be offer’d to the knife. 


Scene 6. 

AchiliiES, Jphigenia, 

ACHILLES. 

Madam, my tongue is silent, and my limbs 
Seem palsied. Is it to mine ears such words 
Are spoken ? Must a mother kneel and sue 
To me for thee, a queen fall at my feet 
Prostrate ! And, wronging me by fears unjust, 
Has she recourse to tears to melt my heart ! 

Thy life to me is dearer than to all 

Besides. My faithful heart claims full reliance ; 

No harm to thee can fail to touch mine honour ; 

I answer for a life that to mine own 
Is join’d. But indignation moves me further : 
’Tis little to protect thee ; to revenge 
I run, and punishment for that vile scheme 
Which dares to use my name for thy destruction. 

IFHIOENIA. 

Ah, stay, my lord, and deign to heai- me. 



SCENE 6.] 


IPHIGENIA. 


173 


ACHILLES. 

What * 

Shall I endurt so barharoiis an insult ? 

He sees me eager to avenge the wrong 
llis sister siifferM, knows that it was I 
Who voted first for liiiu to be eloetod 
Cqj^uniander over twenty kings, his rivals ; 

And for the fruit of all jny toil and care, 

My sole reward for victory that will bring 
Vengeance and wealth to him wdth glory’s crovni, 
The height of iny ailibitioii was to hear 
Thee call me husband, to be thine w’^as all 
I ask’d of him ; yet savage and forsworn, 

To-day h(» thinks it little to do outrage 
To mitnril all'eclion, and to show me 
'I'hy bleeding heart consumed upon an altar; 
Veiling this sacrifice witli marriage rites. 

He would that it were I should lead thee thither, 
My hand should he his tool to hold the knife, 

Thy promised bridegroom be thy murderer! 

Ah, how these hloody nuptials might have ended, 
Had I come one day later than I did! 

This very moment, in their ruthless pow’r 
Placed, thou wouldst search for me beside the altar 
111 vain, then unforeseen the knife would fall, 

And dying thou woiddst blame me for deceit 
Most base 1 

• Then must 1, in the sight of Greece, 
Claim satisfaction for such treachery. 

A husband’s honour, Madam, is with thine 
Involved, and thou must needs praise mine intent. 
The cruel monster who lias pour’d disdain 
On me shall learn whose name he dared to stain. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Oh 1 If thou lovest me and one last favour 
Wilt ^ant, attentive to a lover’s pray’r, 

Now is the time for me to prove it, Sir. 

Bethink thee that this monster thou defiest. 

This barbarous, bloodthirsty, unjust foe 
Is^till, whate’er he may have done, my father. 
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ACHILLES. 

Tliy father ! Nay, after this horrid scheme, 

I know him only as thy foul assassin. 

IPHIQENTA. 

He is my father, Sir, once more I say it, 

Yea, and a father whom T love and honour ; 

Himself he holds me dear, and, till to-day, 

No tokens but of tenderness from him 

Have 1 received. My heart, from childhood taught 

A daughter’s duty, cannot but be gric^ved 

At words that wound him. Far from being changed 

So suddenly as to approve thy rage. 

Still less to fan this fury with my breath, 

Believe me, it is only the excess 

Of love for thee that suffer’d me to hear 

Those hateful names with which thou hast assail’d him. 

Why will you deem him so unnatural 

As not to groan at the impending blow ? 

What father gladly would bereave himself 
Of his own offspring ? Why should he destroy me 
If he could save ? I saw him weep, believe me ; 
Condemn him not, my lord, ere thou hast heard him. 
Alas ! his heart, already is with horror 
Sorely oppress’d, let not thy hatred crush it ! 

ACHILLES. 

What, Madam ! ’Mid such subjects for alarm. 

Are these the terrors that distress thee most i' 

A cr\iel sire (how can I call him else ?) 

Intends to slay thee by the hand of Calchas ; 

And, when my love his fury would withstand. 

Thy sole concern is to secure his peace. 

To shut my mouth, to pity, and excuse. 

’Tis I that do affright thee, and thy fears 
Are all for him ! So little has my care 
Avail’d to reach thy soul and fix Achilles there ! 

IPHIGENIA. 

Ah, it is cruel thus to doubt my love I 
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Have I so long waited to make it known ? 

Thou seost with what a calm indifference 
I have recoited the tidings of my doom, 

Nor did my cheek turn pale. Would thou hadst seen 
How, just before, distracted with despair, 

I heard, when wc arrived, a false rej)ort 

That thou hadst proved inconstant ! In what anguish, 

With what a torrent of u]>braiding words 

I blamed the spite alike of gods and mm ! 

Ah! Jiadst thou s^en me then, thou wouldst not need 

To hear me say how' much thy love is dearer 

To me than life ! Who knows if Heav’n, [»rovoked 

By my exceeding happiness, has will’d 

Jts end 1 Alas, a flame so fair and bright 

Seeni’u to uplift me to a higher sphere 

Than earth. 

ACHILLES. 

My princess, live, if still to thee Tm dear. 


Sce7ie 7. 

Achilles, Clyt^.mnestra, Iphigenia, iEoiNA. 

CLYT.®MNESTRA. 

My lord, unless 3 ’’ 0 U save us, all is lost ; 

Foi* Agamemnon fears to see my face, 

Kefusing me all access to the altar : 

The guards whom he has station’d there himself 
Have on all sides forbidden me to pass. 

He shuns me, for my passion makes him quail. 

ACHILLES. 

Then, Madam, Tis for me to take your place, 
ril see him, and accost him face to face. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Ah, mother! — 

Whither will you go, my lord ? 

•What mean you by unreasonable pray’rs ? 
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ACHILLES. 

Still must it be that first against yourself 
I have to fight ? 

CLYT^MNESTRA. 

My child, explain your purpose. 

IPHIOENIA. 

In Heaven’s name, restrain a frantic lover : 

Let us avert this perilous encounter. 

Your fierce reproaches, Sir, would leave a sting 
Too shar]) ; exasperated love, I know, 

Runs wild with rage. My father’s jealousy 
Brooks no control ; proud are the sons of Atrous, 
LeDve it to lips more timid to address him. 
Surprised at my delay, doubt not that hither 
He willhimaeK soon come in search of me. 

A mother’s lamentations he will hear, 

And I, perchance, shall feel myself inspired 
With arguments that may prevent your tears. 

Your indignation quell, and let me live 
For you. 

ACHILLES. 

Since such your pleasure, I submit. 

Let sound advice fall from your lips together, 
Recall his reason, and persuade his heart 
Not to destroy our peace and, more than ours. 

His own. In idle talk the precious moments 
I lose. From me not words but deeds are wanted. 

(To CLYTiEMNESTRA.) 

Madam, I will do all I can to serve you : 

Go, seek your chamber, and take needful rest. 
Your daughter shall not die, so I predict. 

An oracle more sure than that of Calchas. 

Believe me that as long as 1 draw breath 
In vain the gods may have ordain’d her death. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

Ebiphyle, Doris. 

DORIS. 

How say you ? Wlmt strange madness makes you euvy 

Iphigenia’s lot? Within an hour 

She perishes. Yet never, so you tell me, 

Were you more jealous oi her happiness. 

VVSiio could believe it ? Where is heart so vrild — 

ERIPIIYI^E. 

My mouth has never utter’d word more true : 

Never has her felicity so moved 
My anxious soul with envious unrest. 

Such danger were delight ! But hope is vain ! 

Did you not see her triumph,— his concern ? 

I saw and shu lin’d tokens I could not doubt. 

This hero, terrible lo all besides, 

Who knows no tears but those he makes to flow, 

Who steel’d himself from infancy against them, 

And who, if rumour tells a tale of truth, 

Suck’i^ the fierce blood of lions and of bears, 

For her sake learns the language of alarm : 

Yes, she has seen him weep, his cheek turn pale. 

Yet Doris pities her ! What dire misfortune 
Would I not suffer, might those tears be shed 
For me ! Tho’ I were doom’d to die like her 
Within an hour — Die ? Nay, believe it not. 

Think you Achilles is an idle dreamer, • 

That, fearing for her safety, he will spare 
His boldest efforts to achieve her rescue ? 

No, you shall find this oracle was spoken 
But to enhance his glory and my torment. 

To leave her fairer in his eyes than ever, 
you not all that in her favour works ? 

II. • N 
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The fatal seiileiice has heen kept a secret ; 

And, though the funeral pyre bo now prepared. 
The victim’s name is still unknown : the caliip 
Kemains in ignorance. This silence, Doris, 
Cannot but indicate a wavering purpose. 

What will lie do ? Has he a heart of iron, 

To bear th’ attack of their combined entreaties, 
A mother’s anger, and a daughter’s tears, 

Cries of despair from all his family. 

His own affection ready to relent. 

Nor least Achilles* tlireats that never fell 
But to o’orwhelm ? No, ’tis in vain that Heav’n 
Condemns her. Misery is mine alone 
For ever. If I follow’d mine own impulse — 

DORIS. 

What’s in your mind? 


ERIPHYLE. 

I know not what restrains 
My anger from revealing all the truth, 

Divulging straightway what the gods have threaten’d, 

And publishing abroad the guilty plots 

Laid to dishonour them and cheat their altars. 

DORIS. 

Ah ! Wliat a thought ! 

KRIPHTLE. 

Wliat joy if it were done ! 
How would the Trojan temples smoke with incense, 

If, in revenge for my captivity, 

I could arm Agamemnon ’gainst Achilles, 

And, Troy forgotten, make them turn the sword. 
Whetted for her destruction, on each other, 

And Greece, embroil’d in civil strife by me, 

Be sacrificed to save my countrymen ! 

DORIS. 

I hear a sound. I think the queen approaches. 
Madam, compose your spirits, or retire. 
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ERIPHYLE. 

Let US go in a»d think how best my rage 

That Heaven sanctions may confound this inarriago. 


Scene 2. 

Clyt;emnestra, JIOgina. 

C'LYTASMNESTRA. 

It breaks my heart to see her, dear ^ICgina. 

She sheds no tears, nor trembles for her life. 

But all her care is to excuse her father, 

A.nd to persuade me to respect the liand 
That slays her. Oh, what filial constancy ! 

He, in return for love so tender, chides 
Delay, and soon will ask of me the reason, 

Still hoping to conceal his treachery. 

He comes. Let me not taunt him with injustice, 
But see if he persists in his deceit. 


Scene 3. 

Agamemnon, Clyt.®mnestra, ^gina. 

AGAMEMNON. 

What do you here ? Where is your dauglilor, Madam P 
How is she not with you, as I ex])octed ? 

Why waits she ? Did not Areas bring my orders 
To send her ? Is it you who keep her bade ? 

Do you resist my reasonable wishes, 

And, save by you conducted, can she not • 

Approach the altar ? Speak. 

CLYT.ffiMNESTRA. 

If she must go. 

My child is ready. But ha-ve you, my lord, 

Ho reason for delay ? 
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AGAMEMNON. 

I, Madam ? 


Forgotten naught ? 


CLYT^MNESTRA. 

Have you 


AGAMEMNON. 

The altar is prepared, 
And Calchas by its side, all as it should be. 


CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

My lord, you do not tell me of the victim. 


AGAMEMNON. 

What mean you, Madam ? Why should your concern — 


Scene 4. 

Agamemnon, Clyt^emnestra, Iphioenia, ^gini. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

Come, daughter, come : they only wait for thee ; 

Come, thank a father who so loves his child 
That he himself will lead her to the altar. 

AGAMEMNON. 

What do T see and hear ? Why weeps my daughter, 
With downcast eyes, as if ashamed to meet 
Mine own ? What troubles thee ? Thy mother too 
Is weeping. A-rcas has betray’d me ! 

iphigenia. 

Father, 

Cease to be anxious, thou art not betray’d : 

What thou commandest shall by me be done. 

Thy will it is to take the life thou gavest ; 
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I know it, and all subterfuge is vain. 

With heart ncjless submissive and content 
Than when the bridegroom of thy choice I haiPd, 
Will I, if need be, an obedient victim, 

Offer a guiltless head to Calchas* knife. 

And, since it is tliy will, with due resj)cct 
Yifcld the existence that I owe to thee. 

But if this dutiful obedience seem 
To merit in thine eyes some recompense, 

If thou«hast pity fen a niother’s tears, 

Let me be bold to say that, young and happy, 

I well might find life sweet enough to make 
Me wish that it should not bo snatch’d away. 

That cruel Fate had not so soon cut short 
The thrc:ad of which so little has been spun. 

I, Agamemnon’s daughter, it was I 

Who call’d thee first by the dear name of father. 

And I, in whom so long your eyes delighted, 

Have made thee thanlc the gods that name was thine. 
How often hast thou lavish’d fond caresses 
On me, nor scorn’d as weakness love so tender. 

Ah ! With what pleasure did I make thee I (‘11 
Of countries that await thy conquering arm ; 

And, auguring thy triumj>h over Troy, 

I was already in my mind preparing 

Glad welcome home. I little thought my blood 

WouliJ be the first that thou would’st have to shed. 

It is not dread of this impending blow 
That makes me call past kindness to thy mind. 

Fear naught ; my heart is jealous of thine honour. 
Nor will I make my father blush to own me ; 

And, had 1 only to defend my life, 

I never would have rais(‘d fond recollections. 

But well thou knowest how on my sad lot • 

A lover’s and a mother’s happiness 
Depend. A prince, worthy to he thy son. 

Trusted this day would light for him the torch 
Of Hymen, and, relying on my heart 
And on thy promise, deem’d it one of joy. 

Hg knows thy purpose, judge of his alarm. 

Look on xny mother, and behold her tears. 
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Forgive these efforts to prevent the grief 
That I shall cost them, if I die. , 

AGAMEMNON. 

My chiughtcr, 

Too true it is. I know not for what crime 
The anger of the gods demands a victim ; 

But they have named thee, and an oracle 
Dooms thee to death upon an altar here. 

To guard tliy life from this their mureferous sentence, 
My love forestall’d thy pray’rs. I will not say 
How often I resisted ; never doubt 
That love to which thou hast thyself ]>orne witness. 
Tliis very night, as thou ]>erehance hast heard, 

J had revoked the order 1 was forced 
To write ; and o’er the general good of Greece 
Thou didst prevail. For thee I sacrificed 
My rank, my safety. Areas from the camp 
Went to forbid thine entrance, lleavhi forbade 
Your meeting, and frustrated luy last hope 
Of saving one condemn’d l)y its d(?crce. 

Ecly not then upon my feeble pow’r : 

Wha.l) ca.u avail to check a rebel army. 

When Hcav’n has giv’n us up to their blind zeal. 

And frees them from a yoke that they resent? 

We must submit, my child ; thine hour is come. 
Bethink tlu'e of thy royal rank and nurture ; • 

Alas, I need the counsel that I give ; 

The death stroke that awaits thee will no less 
Strike me. Then, show thco worthy of thy birth, 

And put to shame the gods who have condemn’d thee. 
G-o, let the Greeks, who to thy sacrifice 
Consent, sec in thy blood that shall be shed 
Mine own. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

Fit offspring of a fatal stock ! 

Thine is the blood of Atreus and Thyestes : 

Thy daughter’s murderer ; there but remains 
One horror more, to serve her as a feast 
Before her mother. Savage, this is then « 



1PH1GEI»1A. 


183 


SCENE 4 .] 

The gladsome sacrifice thou wast preparing 
With artful (;are ! Did not thy hand refuse 
The infamy (ft writing a command 
So cruel ! Why dost thou prelend to feel 
A false distress Y Think not tliat tears can prove 
A love that slirinks from bold defence in arnis. 

Why has not blood been shed for her in torrents ? 
What wreck and ruin tell of thy r(isistauce ? 

What field with corpses cover’d seals mv mouth ? 
Proofg such as th(]!g(j T would liave had thee bring me 
Of thine affection and desire to sav^e Jier. 

A fatal oracle ordains lier death ! 

But what an orack? may s(^ein to say 
iJ'ot always is its meaning. Can just lleav’n 
Thirst for the blood of innocence, or be 
Honour’d by murder V If for Helen’s crime 
Her kin are punish’d, for her daughter send 
To Sparta. So let Memdaus ransom 
The wife whose frailty in his eyes seems small 
Match’d with her (;harms. But surely it is madnesa 
To make thyself the victim for her sin. 

And why should I, smiting upon my breast, 

With my own Ib^sli and blood pay foi’ lier folly ? 

Does Helen then, for whom such jealous fires 
Were kindled, curse of Europe and of Asia, 

Seem worthy of thine efforts to regain her ? 

How often have we blush’d to speak her name ! 

Ere,* to liis woe, thy brother link’d his fate 
With hers, she had been carried off by Theseus, 
Who, as thou knowost and hast heard from Cal (has 
A thousand times, clandestinely unloosed 
Her virgin zone ; and, pledge of that amour, 

A princess of her blood has be(^n by her 
Kept in concealment. But a brother’s honour 
Is the least cause of thy solicitude : 

Tha,J; lust of empire nothing can extinguish, 

The pride of seeing twenty monarchs serve 
And fear thee, empire to thine hands confided, 

These are the gods who claim this sacrifice 
From thee, who’ far from offering resistance 
*Dost make a barbarous merit of submission. 
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Jealous of pow’r that can excite their envy, 

Thou dost not grudge to pay a heavy price ^ 

From thine own veins, that so thou inayest quell 
All opposition to thy sovereign sway. 

Is this to be a father V Outraged nature 
Eevolts at this perfidious cruelty. 

A priest, surrounded by a brutal crowd. 

Will on Illy child lay hands of violence, 

Eend her bared bosom, and with curious eye 
For omens search her palpitating hcarV! 

While I, who brought her hither proud and happy. 
Must needs go bach alone and in despair ! 

Still will the ways be scented with the flow’rs 
That *neath her feet were scatter’d as we came ! 

Tt shall not be that to her doom T brought her, 

Or thou wilt have to add my death to hers. 

Ay, thou shalt never tear her from these arms, 
While life is mine ; no fears can shakij my [>urposo. 
Euthless alike as husband and as father 
Come, if thou darest, snatch her from the breast 
That nursed her ! 

Go within again, my child ! 
And for the last time heed thy mother’s voice. 


Scene 5. 

Agamemnon. 

Such frenzied outburst might have been expected : 
Thest' are the cries of anger that I fear’d. 

And I were happy, if my harass’d soul 
Had nothing worse to dread than idle clamour ! 
Alas ! Great gods, who have imposed this task, 
Why were the feelings of a father left me ? 
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Scene 6. 

Agamemnon, Achilles. 

ACHILLES. 

My lord, a strange report has reach’d mine ears, 
Which I am slow to credit. It is said, 

And^tis with hoitor I repeat the tale. 

This day Iphigenia is to die 

By thy command ; that, stifling every instinct 

Of pity, thou wilt give her up to CaUihas, 

•And that the maiden whom I thought to wed 
Shall De by me conducted to the altar 
A victim not a bride, so vile a part 
Assign’d to me, deceived as well as she 
By a mock marriage. What am I to think ? 
Wilt thou not silence such offensive rumours ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

I am not bound, my lord, to give account 
Of my designs. My daughter knows not yet 
My sovereign will ; when she shall be inform’d. 
Thou too shalt learn what all the host shall hear. 

■ 

ACHILLES. 

Too well I know what fate thou dost reserve 
For her. 

AGAMEMNON. 

If known to thee, why ask it then ? 

m 

ACHILLES. 

Wliy ask ? O Heavens, am I to believe 
Thou darcst to confess so foul a crime ? 

Dost think I will abet thy villainy, 

And let thee slay thy child before my face, 

• Forgetful of my faith, my love, mine honour ? 
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AGAMEMNON. 

But thou, who thus assailest me with threats, % 

Dost thou forget to whom thou speakest here ? 

ACIfILLES. 

Thou hast forgotten that it is thy daughter 
Whom thou dost wrong, and Avhom I love. 

AGAMEMNON. , 

Who gavt‘ thee 

Charge of my family ? Art thou her Imshand 
To question my disposal of my daughter ? 

Am I no more her father ? May she not — 

ACHILLES. 

She is no longer thine. Vain promises 
Shall not deceive mo. While a drop of blood 
Flows in my veins, her life is link’d to mine; 

I will protect my rights, based on tliino oaths. 

Was ’t not for me that thou did*! summon her ? 

AGAMEMNON. 

Blame then the gods, who ask her at my hands : 

Accuse the prophet Calchas, the whole army, 

Ulysses, Menelaus, — most thyself. 

ACHILLES. 

Myself 1 

AGAMEMNON. 

Ay : dost thou not complain to Heaven 
Daily, for checking thee in thy desire 
To conquer Asia? • Wast thou not olTended 
At my just fears, making thy fury fill 
The camp ? I showed thee how she might be saved ; 

But thou canst think of nothing else than Troy. 

T would have closed the course thou fain would'st run j 
Go, have thy wish : her death will open it 
Before thee. 
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ACHILLES. 

• How, ye gods, can I endure 
This language that adds taunts to perjury ? 

I, at the cost of her dear life, to wish 

To leave this shore ! What has Troy done to me ? 

, What is my interest in her destruction ? 

Deaf to the warnings of a goddess mother, 

Nor heeding a distracte<l father’s voice, 

Wliy should I seek the death so oft predicted 
As uicre my dod^n ? No ships e’er left Seamandor 
To plunder and lay waste Tliessalian fields : 

No soft seducer to Larissa came 
To carry off my sister or my wife. 

What private grudge have I ? What loss sustainM ? 
’Tis but for thee, barbarian, that I go, 

Tho’ I alone of all the Greeks to thee 

Owe nothing, and by my voice thou was made 

Their chief and mine. Did not mine arm avenge thee 

In Lesbos, ere thou hadst this host assembled 

And with what j)urposc are we g.ather’cl here 

But to restore his wife to Menelaus? 

How long have I been thought so chicken-hearted 
As to lot any snatch away from mo 
Tho bride I love? Is then thy brother’s right 
To punish such an outrage his alone ? 

Thy daughter jdeased me ; I essay’d to win 
H^r favour, and my vows of love were paid 
Only to her ; the [)rospect of our bliss 
Made me pledge all to her, nothing to him, 

Ships, soldiers, arms. Let him, if so he will, 

Recover Helen, seek the victory 

My blood must purchase. Priam, Paris, Helen, 

I know them not j I wish’d thy daughter’s hand. 

And sail not else. 

AGAMEMNON. 

• 

Fly then : to Thessaly 

Return. Lo, I release thee from thine oath. 

Of others mo]|;e submissive I shall find 
No lack, to wear the laurels y)romised thee. 

To fovee the Fates to grant their arms success, 
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And see the day of Ilium's ovorihrow. 

Thy scornful speech tells me how dear a price ,, 
For thy proud succour I should have to pay. 
Self-constituted arbiter of Greece, 

Thou fain wouldst leave me but iui enii)ty name. 
Vaunting thy valour thou wouldst claim the lead, 
And make all G reece cringe to thy sovereign will. 
A benefit that serves as ground for censure 
Is an offence. Less care I for tliy valour 
Tlian for obedience. Fly. Thy feeble angrr 
I fear not, and I snap all ties between us. 

ACHILLES. 

Be thankful for the single tie that holds 
My wrath in check. Iphigenia’s father 
I still respect. Haply, without that name, 

Great as thy pow’r may be, such bold defiance 
Were thy last utterance. Hear but one word. 

I have t% daughter and my fame alike 
To guard. If her thou art resolved to slay, 

Thy sword must through this body carve its way. 


Scene 7. 

Aoamemnon. 

Thus is it made impossible to save her ! 

My child, unaided, had more pow’r to move me. 
His saucy love, that thinks to make me tremble. 
Will speed the stroke that he would fain prevent. 
No more demur ! Defy his violence ! 

My honour is at stake, and turns the scale. 
Achilles’ threats settle my wavering heart : 

Pity would seem the consequence of fear. 

Ho ! Guards, advance ! 
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Scene 8. 

Agamemnon, Eurybates, Guards. 

EURYBATES. 

My lord. 

AGAMEMNON {aside). 

What shall I do ? 

How can I give tlicrn orders so inhuman ? 

•For what tierce eoiillict must J make me ready 
Who IS this foe whom they are to arrest ? 

A mother waits, intrepid to defend 

Her offspring from a father bent on slaughter : 

My troops, than I less cruel, will respect 
The daughter of their King clasp’d in her arms. 
Achilles utters scornful threats : docs that 
Lessen my daughter’s dutiful submission ? 

Has she been eager to escape tlie altar, 

Or cried in terror at the stroke I wish 
To deal her ? Why such wish ? This impious zeal. 
What can it gain by sacrificing her V 
However glorious be the prize proposed, 

Wlyit bays can please me, water’d with her blood ? 

I wish to move th’ almighty pow’rs of Heav’u : 

What gods can be more cruel than myself? 

I cannot do it. No, a father’s love 

Shall conquer, and compassion raise no longer 

A blush of shame. Yes, she shall live. 

But, what ! 

Shall proud Achilles trample on mine honour ? 

His an-ogant pres\imption, so puff’d up, 

WiH think he made me tremble, made me yield — 
Vain cares perplex my mind. Can I not bring 
The haughty spirit of Achilles low ? 

Let my child ba a sight to vex his eyes : 

#He loves her, he shall see her wed another. 



190 


Racine’s works. 


[act IV. 


(To Eurybates.) 

Go, call the princess and the queen, and say ^ 
That they have naught to fear. 


Scene 9. 

Agamemnon, Guards. 

£• 

AGAMEMNON. 

Great gods, if still 

Determined to bereave me of my (jhild, 

Before your hatred wliat can mortals do ? 

My love I know, that fain would rescue her, 

But weighs her down ; but such a costly victim 
Is worth a second summons to obey 
The harsh injunction that on me ye lay. 


8ct7ie 10. 

Agamemnon, Clyt;emnestra, Iphigenia, Eriphyle, 
Eurybates, Doris, Guards. 

AGAMEMNON. 

Go, Madam, go, be careful oC her life ; 

I give you back your child, a sacred trust : 

Hasten her steps far from this dangerous place. 

Areas shall be your escort, with my guards ; 

His happy indiscretion I will pardon. 

All hangs on secrecy and quick despatch i 
As yet no word have Calchas or Ulysses 
Spoken ; beware they hear not of this flight. 

I^t no one see your daughter ; all the camp 
Must think I keep her still, and send you home 
Alone. Now speed you hence. May Heav’n content 
With tears already shed, withhold her long* 

Prom my sad eyes ! 
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(To Ms Guards.) 

Follow the queen. 

CLTTJEMNESTRA. 

My lord ! 

• IPUIOENIA. 

Father ! 

AGAMEMNON. 

’ Let Ci^chas, thirsting for lier blood, 
BofoilM: delay not. And, to mask your High t, 

I will beguile him with some fcdgii’d excuse : 

1*11 cause the fatal rites to bo suspended, 

• Claiming a respite till this day be ended. 


Scene 11. 

Eriphyle, Doris, 


ERIPUTLE. 

Follow me, Doris : our way lies not there. 

DORIS. 

00 you not with them? 

% 

ERIPHYLE. 

Ah! At last I yield. 
Achilles loves her, — thought that burns like fire 

1 will not carry hence a useless rage ; 

T hesitate no more ; I must destroy her, 

Or die myself. Come. Calchas shall know all. 
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ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Iphigenia, ^Egina. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Hinder me not, d^gina. To tlie queen 
Go back ; the wrathful Gods must be appeased. 

In wishing to deprive them of mj blood, 

Look what a storm they rouse, ready to fall ; 

Consider how my mother needs your care ; 

See how our flight is block’d by all the army. 

With what insulting gestures everywhere 
They flash their spear-points in our very faces. 

Our guards have been repulsed, — the queen has fainted — 
Ah ! *tis too great a risk : detain me not : 

Why should I here await her feeble succour ? 

Leave me to take advantage of this swoon. 

My father too, if I must tell the truth, 

E’en while he saves my life, tells me to die. 

.fflOINA. 

Your father, Madam ! Why, what then has happen’d ? 

IPHIGENIA. 

Achilles, in his zeal, may to the king 
Have giv’n offence ; and he would have me share 
His hatred, and commands my heart to make 
This sacrifice. Areas convey’d his wishes. 

.ffigina, he forbids me e’er again 
To breathe his name. 

^GINA. 

Ah, Madam ! 

IPHIGENIA. 

Cruel sentence ! 

The gods are kinder, they but ask my life ! 
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Then let me lie. 

But who is this I see ? 
Heav’ns ! *Tis Achilles ! 


Scene 2. ' 

Achilles, Iphioenia. 

ACHILLES. 

Madam, follow me ; 

Fear not the cdamour of the crowd who ])ress 
Around this tent, they bay but cannot bile. 

E'ace them, and, without wailing- for my arm 
To sii ’.ht;, these roaring billows will be parted 
To give you passage. See, Patroclus brings, 

With other (^aiJlains in my train, the flower 
Of my Thessalian troops. Around my standard 
The rest are gather’d, with a wall of iron 
To guard you. There take refuge from the storm 
Of persecution : ’rieath Achilles’ tent 
Let Caleb as find you. 

What ! And is it thus 
You welcome timely aid, tears the solo answer 
To my appeal ? Still look you for support 
To arms so weak ? Delay not ; tears already 
Have^ fail’d to move your sire. 

IPHIGENIA^ 

I know it well, 

And in the death I am resolved to meet 
Lies my last hope. 

ACHILLES. 

Death ! Sj^eak not of your death. 
Think of the oath which binds us to each other ; 
And,*to cut short such foolish words, believe me. 

My happiness depends upon your life. 

• IPHTGENIA. 

Nay, to a life so darken’d by misfortune 

II. • o 
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Heav'n has not join'd Achilles' happiness. 

Our love deceived us ; and, by Fate’s decree, 

My death will make you happier than my lifl\ 
Think of the honours to be reap’d, iny lord, 
Wliich Victory offers to your valiant arm ; 

That field of fame to which you all aspire 
Is barren, if not water'd with my blood. 

Thus to my father have the gods pronounced 
Their will : and, deaf to Calchas, he in vain 
Strugglcjd against it. Greece, with one consent, 
Confirms the voice of Heaven. Go to 1?roy ; 

I will not be a hindrance to your glory : 

Redeem the crcidit of those oracles 
That promise your heroic aid to Greece ; 

And turn your rage against her enemies. 

Priam grows pale already, and Troy trembles. 
Dreading my death, in terror at your tears. 

Go ; and, within her walls, of men bereft, 

Make Trojan widows wail and weep for me ; 
This pros])ect lets me die calm and content. 

If life with my Achilles is denied me, 

I ‘hope at least, in happier times to come. 

My memory to your immortal deeds 
May cling, my death the fountain of your fame, 
Wherewith the stirring story shall begin. 
Farewell, dear prince, live worthy of the gods 
From whom you spring. 


ACHILLES. 

Ho, no, we part not thus. 

In spite of cruel words, you cannot wish 
To serve your father by the sacrifice 
Of love like mine : vainly, to death devoted, 

You try to mak6 mo leave you to your doom. 

For glory’s sake. In seiwing you, ambition 
Finds honours and renown ready to hand. 

And what could win my favour, if your safety 
Be not secured by our intended marriage ? 

My glory, no less than my love, says — Dive ! 

Come, trust them, and, dear damsel, follow me. * 



SCENE 2 .] 


IPHIGENIA. 
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IPHIGENIA. 

Who ? I, a i^bel to my father’s orders. 

Worthy to die the death that I would shun ! 

Shall I so disregard my highest duty — 

• ACHILLES. 

You will but trust yourself to one whose claims 
Were sanction’d by himself. He shall not rob me 
Of wh^t he once Iqjpstow’d. Arc oaths by him 
Made to be broken ? Was he not your father 
What time he made you mine, to bo obey’d 
As strictest duty bids ? Why do you heed him 
pnly when he has ceased to recognize 
His child ? Too long you linger, and my fears — 

IPHIGENIA. 

Surely, my lord, you will not use constraint ? 

Let not the warmth of passion so mislead you. 

You surely would not add to my afflictions 
This crowning ill, holding in less esteem 
My honour than my fife ! Spare me, my lord ! 

Subject to orders I am bound t’ obey. 

Too long, Sir, have I listen’d to your voice ; 

It were unfair to press your victory 
Farther ; or else, by my own hands set free 
From danger of the succour you propose, 

I would prefer self-slaughter to disgrace. 

ACHILLES. 

Ah, cruel maid ! I say no more. Obey, 

And seek a death you deem so glorious : 

Offer your sire a heart wherein I read 
Hatred for me more than respect for him. 
Just^indignation fires my soul with fury: 

If you must to the altar go, then I 

Will thither hie me too. If Heaven thirsts 

For blood, its altars never will have reek’d 

With more. To* my blind love naught shall be sacred ; 

The priest himself shall be the foremost victim j 
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The funeral pyre hy me thrown down, destroy’d, 
Shall in the blood of the vile butchers swim 
And if, amid the carnaj^e and confusion. 

Your father should be wounded, fall, and perish, 
Then, seeing the sad fruits of your respect, 

Take to yourself tlie blame for every blow. 

IPHIGENIA. 

Cruel Achilles ! — He has tied and left me ! 

Smite, ye just gods who have decreed my death, * 
Lo, here am I alone ; end witli my life 
This terror, and me only overwhelm. 


Scale 3 . 

Clvt;i^:mnestra, Iphigenia, Eurybates, JEgina, 
Guards. 

CLYT/EMNESTRA. 

Yc.s, I’ll defend Inu' against all the liost, 

Cowards, will ye betray your injured queen ? 

EURYBATES. 

No, Madam ; ^tis enough for us that you ' 

Have giv’ii conimaud, and you shall see us fight 

Till at your feet wc fall. But what can hands 

So weak avail ? Against so many foes 

Who can defend you Y ’Tis no idle crowd 

Raising a tumult, but the fatal zeal 

Of the whole camp, where Calchas reigns despotic. 

Pity is banish’d and severe religion 

Its offering claims. The King sees himself stript t 

Of pow’r, and bids us to the torrent yield. 

Invincible Achilles would himself 
Vainly oppose his valour to this storm. 

What will he do ? Who can disperse tliese waves, 
Foaming with rage, all ready to engulf him ? 
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IPHIOENIA. 
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CLYT^MNESTRA. 

On me theniet thoir impious zeal be proved, 

And rob me of what little life is left ! 

Death, death alone can Imrst the knotted bands 
With which these arms of mine would fain unite us : 
My body shall bo parted from my soul, 
fere I will ever suffer — Ah, my child ! 

IPHIOENTA. 

Undef what balef ill planet did yon boar 
Th’ unhapj)y object of a love so tender ! 

What can you do in our forlorn estate ? 

How can you struggle against gods and men ? 

*Will von confront/ an angry multitude ? 

Ah, go not to a camp that has revolti^d 
Against your husband, nor alone resist 
Their will, lest, haled in an unseemly manner 
By soldiers’ hands, you offer to mine eyes. 

As fruit of wasted efforts, a worse sight 
Than death itself. Go ; h*t the Greeks com]>lete 
Their work, and quit this doleful shore for ever ; 
Liiig('r not near, or on your eye may strike 
The flame uprising from the pyre that waits me. 
And, mother, if you love me, above all 
Never reproach my father with my death. 

• CLYTil»:MNESTRA. 

By whom your heart, offered to cruel Calclias, — 

IPHIOENIA. 

What efforts to restore me to your tears 
Has he not made ? 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

• What treason left untried 
To trick me ? 

IPHIGENIA. 

He but renders to the gods 
flChe gift they gave. My death bereaves you not 
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Of all the pledges of your mutual love : 

Your eyes will see iny image in Orestes. 

Ah, may he prove less fatal to his mother ! 

You hear the cries of an impatient people ; 

Open your arms that in a last embrace 
Our lips may meet. Take courage. — 

To the altar, 

Eury bates, conduct the willing Auctim. 


Seem 4. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA, iEoiNA, GUARDS. 
CliYTiEMNESTRA. 

You shall not go alone ; I am determined — 
But crowds press forward to arrest my ste2>s. 
Traitors ! Come, gratify your thirst for blood. 


A5G1NA. 

What would you do, clear Madam ? Whither haste you ? 

CLYTiEMNESTRA. 

Alas ! I waste my strength in fruitless efforts, 

Kising from anguish but to sink again. 

How can I die so often and yet live ? 

iEGINA. 

Ah, Madam, know you Avhose the crime, and whose 
The treason ? Know you what ungrateful sequent 
Iphigenia cherish’d in her bosom V 
’Twas Eriphyle, by yourself brought hither, 

And none but she, who to the Greeks betray’d 
Your flight. 

CLYT^ZMNESTRA. 

The monster ! offspring of Megsera ! 

Cast out of hell to harbour in our arms ! • 

What ! Wilt not die ! To punish crimes so foul — 
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But where shall indignation seek a victim? 

Wilt thou not, placid sea, vast gulfs disclose, 

To whelm a thousand vessels with their crews ? 

Wlieu Aulis, casting up that guilty fleet, 

Shall drive it forth out of the port that hides it, 

Will not thosc^ self-same winds, so Jong accused, 

CovcT thy surface o’er with shatter’d ships ? 

And thou, O Sun, who in this land dost see 
And know the genuine son and righfiil heir 
Of Aureus, thou who didst refuse to light 
The father’s feast, go back, as they have taught Iheo. 
Meanwhile (immortal gods ! unhappy mother !) 

My daughter, crown’d with hateful chaplet, bares 
.Her throat, and in her father’s hands arc knives. 

See Oalc has trcMids on blood — Barbarians, stop ; 

That blood is drawn from him who wields the lightning — 
I hear the thunder roar, feel the earth shake : — 

Another crash ! A god comes swift revenge to take. 


Sceiie 5. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA, ANGINA, ArCAS, GuARDS. 
ARCAS. 

Doubt it not. Madam, a god fights for yon ; 
Acflilles even now answers your pray’rs. 

He, forcing the weak barrier of the Greeks, 

Stands at the altar. Calchas is dismay’d, 

The fatal sacrifice is interrupted ; 

The air resounds with threats, and to and fro 
Men run with flashing swords ; around your child 
Achilles musters all his friends, devoted 
To save her. Agamemnon, loath to o\h\ 

Hig grief (whether to hide his eyes from that 
He dreads to see, or to conceal his tears). 

Covers his face. Come, speak while he is silent, 
And with wise words support your brave defender. 
He longs with Ins own hand, deep dyed in blood. 
To give you back unharm’d the maid he loves ; 
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Himself he charged me to conduct your steps. 

Pear nothing. 

clyt;emnestra. 

Fear, say you? Ah. let us hast‘=‘n ! 

I dread no danger, will go anywhere — 

But, 0 ye gods, do I not see Ulysses ? 

*Tis he : my child is dead ! Too late, too late ! 


Scene 6. * 

Ulysses, Clytasmnestea, Arcas, ^]otna, Guards, 

ULYSSES. 

No, your child lives ; the gods are satisfied. 

Be of good cheer ; Heav’n deigns to give her back. 

CLYTiEMNESTRA . 

She lives ! And is it you who tell me so ? 

ULYSSES. 

Yes, it is I, who long against you both 

Have thought it riglifc to steel your husband’s heart : 

Who, jealous of the honour of our arms, 

By counsels stern have caused your tears to flow ; 

Who come, since Heav’n is now at last appeas’d, 

To heal the wound that I erewhile inflicted, 

CLYTiEMNESTEA. 

My child ! Good Heav’ns ! Marvel most astounding ! 
Ah, prince, what god restores her to my arms ? 

ULYSSES. 

You see me, Madam, at this happy moment 
Struck with religious awe, with joy and rapture. 

Never did day appear to Greece more fatal. 

Discord, already mistress in the camp, * 

Had spread a fatal blindness over all, 
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And given the dread signal for the conflict. 

Your daughter, at the horrid sight alarm M, 

Saw the wIkAo host against her, on her side 
Achilles, only he, but arm’d with fury 
That daunted all and gave the gods themselves 
Divided counsels. In the air arose 
A cloud of arrows ; blood already flow’d, 

First-fruits of carnage; Calchas in the midst 
Stepp’d foi-tli ; stern was his look, his bristling hair 
And wild eyes show’d him master’d by the god. 

He cried : “ Achilles, hear me, hear ye Greeks ! 

The god who by my voice now speaks to you 
Explains his oracle, declares his choice. 

Another child of Helen’s blood, another 

Iphigenia must be sacrificed 

Here on this shore. Helen, erst carried off 

Hy Theseus, was with him in secret wedlock 

Soon after join’d, a,nd from that union s])raiig 

A daughter, whom her mother hid ; her name 

I phi gen ia. I myself then saw 

The infant, and foretold disaster dire 

Threatening her future. Under a false name 

Has Fate and her own madness brought her hither. 

She sees me, hoars me, is before your eyes : 

Yes, she it is whose life the gods demand.” 

Thus Calchas speaks. In silence and in awe 
All listening stand, and look on Eriphyle. 

She Vas beside the altar, in her heart 
Perhaps impatient for the sacrifice : 

For she liersolf had gone with hasty steps 
To tell the Grecian leaders of your flight. 

All wonder at her birth and destiny ; 

But, since the sack of Troy hangs on her death, 

The army with loud voice declare against her, 

And ratify the prophet’s fatal sentence. 

Aln;ady Calchas lifts his arm to seize her. 

“ Stop thei-e,” she cries, “ ajiproach me not. The blood 
Of heroes whom you make niy ancestors 
Needs not your impious hands to give it exit ; ” 

Then, springing* wildly to the altar, snatches 
^he sacred knife, and plunges it amain 
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Into her breast. Scarce has her life’s blood dyed 
The earth, when peals of thunder from the gods 
Are heard, auspiciously the rustling winds ' 
Begin to blow, the roaring sea responds, 

And the white breakers on the distant shore 
Make moan ; self-kindled flames the funeral pyre ; 
The heav’ns are open’d, and the lightning’s flash 
Insjpires a holy awe, that reassures 
Our hearts. Some say that, riding on a cloud, 
Diana to the blazing pile descended, 

That, rising then above the flames once ihore, 

She bore to Hcav’n our incense and our pray’rs. 
All is astir — soon all are gone. Your daughter. 
Amid the general joy, alone deplores 
Her enemy. Oo, from her father’s hands 
Receive her : longing to see you again. 

He and Achilles, henceforth reconciled, 

Are ready to confirm the marriage contract. 

clyt^mnestra. 

How can the thanks I owe be paid to Heav’n, 
And to Achilles meet reward be giv’n ? 
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INTRODUCTION TO PH^DRA. 


th«j*most i)opular of Racine’s tragedies, was first 
A presented on Ncnv Year’s Day, 1677. It is avowedly 
an imitation of the “ Hip^Kilytus ” of Euripides, and is in- 
debted for many touches to Seneca’s play founded on tho 
same Iheiiie. The authority of Plutarch, in his “Life of 
Theseus,” is followed, so far as relates to the exploits of 
that hero and his imprisonment in E|)irus, upon which 
latter incident Racine has made so mueii depend; for it is 
only Afhen believifig the rumour of her husband’s death 
that Phaxlra is induced to declare her passion to Hippo- 
lytus. The <'haracter of Aricia and the part she takes in 
the development of the [)lot may l)e said, in spite of his 
disclaimer, to be due to the invention of the modern poet; 
for though there was an ancient tradition to the effect that 
Hippolytns was wedded to a maiden of that name, it was 
said to have been after his restoration to life by JEscula- 
pius, a story which Virgil has embodied in the Seventh 
Book of the “ ^ueid.” The hero’s own submission to those 
tender feelings which he professed to despise, if it some- 
what im})airs the sacred dignity of Diana’s votary as made 
familiar to us by Euripides, nevertheless brings him more 
within the range of human 8yin])athy and interest. In 
rousing the furiims jealousy of Phaedra, Racine has sup- 
plied an adequate motive for her silent compliance in 
QEiione’s offer to shield her mistress at the exi)ense of 
Hippplytus. It was a decided improvement upon the 
t>lder versions of the tale to make the Nui>e and not 
Phaedra herself the author of the calumny which brought 
the innocent son of Theseus to his death. In the tragedy 
of Euriindcs the false charge against Hippolytus is con- 
veyed ill a letter attached to Phaxlra’s corpse ; in that of 
Seneca it is uttered by her own lips, though afterw'ai'ds 
retracted. According to the Greek tragedian, Phaedra 
hanged herself before the arrival of Theseus, to whom 
Artemis (Diana) at last reveals the truth ; the Latin author 
makes her tlirust a sword into her heart after full confes- 
sion of her guilt. In Racine’s play she dies by poison 
which she has taken before eiLonerating Hip\)olytn8. 



CHAKACTERS. 

Tueseds, Soil of /Egcub and Kimj of AihciiH. 

Pii^DB.v, Wife of Theacits and Daughter of Mntos and Paaiphac 
IliEi’or.YTrs, Son of Theseus and Antiopc, Queen of the Amasona. 
Auicia, Princess of the Blood Royal of Athens. 

GilNONE, Nurse of Phadra. 

TiiEiiAMENES, Tutor of lUppolytiis. 

IsMEKE, Bosom Friend of Aricia. 

Panoi'E, Waiting -woman of Phadra. 

Guards. 


The scene is laid at TroBxen, a town of the Peloponnesus. 



THiEDRA. 

ACT 1. 

Scene 1. 

Htppolytus, Theramenes. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

My mind is settled, dear Tlieramenes, 

And I can stay no more in lovely Trojzeu. 

In doubt that racks my soul with mortal anguish, 

I grow ashamed of such long idleness. 

Six months and more my father has been gone. 

And what may have befallen one so dear 
T know not, nor svliat corner of the earth 
Hides him. 

THERAMENES. 

And where, prince, will you look for liim ? 
Already, to content your just alarm, 

Have I not cross’d the seas on either side 
Of Corinth, ask’d if aught were known of Theseus 
Where Acheron is lost among the Shades, 

Visited Elis, doubled Tojnarus, 

And sail’d into the sea that saw the fall 
Of Icaius ? Inspired with what new hope. 

Under what favour’d skies think you to trace 
Hi^ footsteps ? Who knows if the King, your father. 
Wishes the secret of his absence known ‘P 
Perchance, while we are trembling for his life, 

The hero calmly plots some fresh intrigue, 

• And only waits till the deluded fair — 
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HIPFOLYTUS. 

Cease, dear Tlieramciies, respect the name ' 

Of Theseus. Youthful errors have been left 
Behind, and no unworthy obstacle 
Detains him. Phaedra lon^ lias fix’d a heart 
Inconstant once, nor need she fear a rival. 

In seekinj^ him I shall liiit do my duty, 

And leave a ulace I dare no longer see. 

THERAMENES. ' 

Indeed! When, prince, did you begin to dread 
These peaceful haunts, so dear to happy childhood, 
Where I have seen you oft prefer to stay, 

Bather than meet the tumult and the pomp 
Of Athens and the court ? What danger shun you, 
Or shall I say what grief ? 

niPPOLYTUS. 

That happy time 

Is gone, and all is changed, since to these shores 
The gods sent Phaedra. 

THERAMENES. 

I perceive the cause 
Of your distress. It is the queen whose sight 
Offends you. With a step-damo’s sjiite she schemed ' 
Your exile soon as she set eyes on you. 

But if her hatred is not wholly vanish’d, 

It has at least taken a milder aspect. 

Besides, what danger can a dying woman, 

One too who longs for death, bring on your head ? 
Can PhsiEdra, sickening of a dire disease 
Of which she will not speak, weary of life 
And of herself, form any plots against you ? 

HIPFOLYTUS. 

It is not her vain enmity I fear 
Another foe alarms Hippolytus. 
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I fly, it mustT^e own’d, from young Aricia, 

The sole survivor of an impious race. 

I 

THERAMENES. 

What ! You become her persecutor too ! 

The gentle sister of the cruel sons 
Gf Pallas shared not in their perfidy ; 

Why should you hate such charming innocence ? 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

I should not need to fly, if it were hatred. 

THERAMENES. 

May I then learn the meaning of yonr flight ? 

Is this the proud Hippolytus I see. 

Than whom there breathed no fiercer foe to love 
And to that yoke which Theseus has so oft 
Endured ? And can it bo that Venus, scorn’d 
So long, will justify your sire at last ? 

Has she, then, setting you with other mortals, 
Forced e’en Hippolytus to offer incense 
Before her ? Can you love ? 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Friend, ask me not. 

You, who have known my heart from infancy 
And all its feelings of disdainful pride. 

Spare me the shame of disavowing all 
That I profess’d. Born of an Amazon, 

The wildness that you wonder at I suck’d 
With mother’s milk. When come to riper age, 
Iteason approved what Haturc had implanted. 
Sincerely bound to me by zealous service. 

You told me then the story of my sire. 

And know how oft, attentive to your voice, 

I kindled when I heard his noble acts. 

As you described him bringing consolation 
To mortals for the absence of Alcides, 

The highways clear’d of monsters and of robbers, 
PiTOcrustes, Cercyon, Sciro, Sinnis slain, 
ir. p 
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The Epidaurian giant’s bones dispersed, 

Crete reeking with the blood of Minotaur. 

But when you told me of less glorious deeds. 
Troth pliglited here and there and eveiywhere, 
Young Helen stolen from her home at Sparta, 
And Periboea’s tears in Salamis, 

With many another trusting heart deceived 
Whose very names have ’scaped his memory. 
Forsaken Ariadne to the rocks 
Complaining, last this Phaedra, bound to him 
By better ties, — you know with what regret 
I heard and urged you to cut short the tale, 
Happy had I been able to erase 
From my remembrance that unworthy part 
Of such a splendid record. I, in turn, 

Am I too made the slave of love, and brought 
To stoop so low? The more contemptible 
That no renown is mine such as exalts 
The nJime of Theseus, that no monsters quell’d 
Have given mo a right to share his weakness. 

And if my pride of heart must needs be humbled, 
Aricia should have been the last to tame it. 

Was I beside myself to have forgotten 
Eternal barriers of separation 
Between us ? By my father’s stern command 
Her brethren’s blood must ne’er be reinforced 
By sons of hers ; he dreads a single shoot 
From stock so guilty, and would fain with her 
Bury their name, that, even to the tomb 
Content to be his ward, for her no torch 
Of Hymen may bo lit. Shall I espouse 
Her rights against my sire, rashly y^rovoke 
His wrath, and launch upon a mad career — 

THEBAMENES. 

The gods, dear prince, if once your hour is come, 
Care little for the reasons that should guide us. 
Wishing to shut your eyes, Tlieseus unseals them 
His hatred, stirring a rebellious flame * 

Within you, lends his enemy new charms. 


[act I. 


c 
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And, after all, why should a guiltless passion 
Alarm you ? ^ Dare you not essay its sweetness. 

But follow rather a fastidious scruple ? 

Fear you to stray where Hercules has wander'd ? 
What heart so stout that Venus has not vanquish’d ? 
Where would you be yourself, so long her foe, 

Had your own mother, constant in her scorn 
Of love, ne’er glowed with tenderness for Tlieseus? 
What boots it to affect a pride you feel not ? 

Confess it, all is changed; for some time past 
You have been seicloin seen with wild delight 
Urging the rapid car along the strand, 

@r, skilful in the art that Neptune taught, 

Making th* unbroken steed obey the bit ; 

TLe.s« ''‘ften have the woods return’d our shouts ; 

A secret burdeu on your spirits cast 

Has dimm’d your eye. How can I doubt you love ? 

Vainly would you conceal the fatal wound. 

Has not the fair Aricia touch’d your heart ? 

niPPOLTTUS. 

Theiumenes, I go to find inj" father. 

THERAMENES. 

Will you not see the queen before you start, 

My prince r' 

HIPP0LYTU3. 

That is my purpose : you can tell her. 
Yes, I will see her ; duty bids me do it. 

But what new ill vexes her dear (Enone ? 


Scene 2. 

Hippolytus, (Enone, Thebamenes. 

(ENONE. 

Alas, my lord, what grief was e’er like mine ? 
The queen has almost touch’d the gates of death. 
Vainly close watch I keep by day and night. 



212 


Racine’s works. 


[act 1. 
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E’en in my arms a secret malady 

Slays her, and all her senses are disorder’d. * 

Weary yet restless from her couch she rises, 

Pants for the outer air, but bids me see 
That no one on her misery intrudes. 

She comes. 

niPPOLTTUS. 

Enough. She shall not be disturb’d. 
Nor be confronted with a face she hates. 


Scene 3. 

Ph^dra, CEnone. 

PH^DRA. 

^Ve have gone far enough. Stay, dear (Enone ; 
Strength fails me, and I needs must rest awliile. 
My eyes are dazzled with this glaring light 
So long unseen, my trembling knees refuse 
Support. Ah me ! 

(ENONE. 

Would Heaven that our tears 

Might bring relief ^ 


PH^DRA. 

« 

Ah, how these cumbrous gauds, 
These veils oppress me ! What officious hand 
Has tied these knots, and gather’d o’er my brow 
These clustering coils ? How all conspires to add 
To my distress ! 

(ENONE. 

What is one moment wish’d, 

The next, is irksome. Did you not just now. 

Sick of inaction, bid us deck you out. 

And, with your former energy recall’d. 

Desire to go abroad, and see the light 

Of day once more ? You see it, and would fain 

Be hidden from the sunshine that you sought. 
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PHiEDRA. 

Thou glorious author of a hapless race, 

Whose daughter *twas my mother’s boast to bo, 
Who well may’st blush to see me in such plight, 
For the last time I come to look on thee, 

4) Sun ! 

(ENONE. 

What! Still are you in lo\c with death? 
Shall J ne’er see ypu, reconciled to life, 

Forego these cruel accents of despair ? 

PH/E1>RA. 

•Would I were seated in the forest’s shade I 
W’^hen may I follow with delighted eye, 

Thro’ glorious dust flying in full career, 

A chariot — ! 

CENONE. 

Madam ? 


PH^DRA. 

Have I lost my senses ? 

What said I ? and where am I ? Whither stray 
Vain wishes ? Ah ! The gods have made me mad. 

I blush, (Enone, and confusion covers 
My face, for I have let you see too clearly 
The ^hame and grief that, in my own despite. 

O’er flow these eyes of mine. 

(ENONE. 

If you must blush. 

Blush at a silence that inflames your woes. 

Besisting all my care, deaf to my voice, , 

Will you have no compassion on yourself. 

But Jet your life be ended in mid course ? 

What evil spell has drain'd its fountain dry ? 

Thrice have the shades of night obscured the heav’ns 
Since sleep has gnter’d thro’ your eyes, and thrice 
The dawn has chased the darkness thence, since food 
t^ass’d jour wan lips, and you are faint and languid 
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To what dread puri)ose is your heart inclined ? 

How dare you make attempts upon your life,i 
And so offend the gods who gave it you, 

Prove false to Theseus and your marriage vows, 

Ay, and betray your most unhappy children, 
Bending their necks yourself beneath the yoke ? 
That day, be sure, which robs them of their mother. 
Will give high hopes back to the stranger’s son, 

To that proud enemy of you and yours, 

To whom an Amazon gave birth, I meap 
Hippolytus — 

Pn.EDRA. 

Ye gods ! 


(ENONE. 


Moves you ! 


Ah, this reproach 


PHiEDBA. 

Unhappy woman, to what name 
Gave your mouth uttemnce V 


(ENONE. 

Your wrath is just. 

’Tis well that that ill-omen’d name can rouse 
Such rage. Then live. Let love and duty urge 
Their claims. Live, suffer not this son of Scythia, 
Crush iug your children ’neath his odious sway. 

To rule the noble offspring of the gods. 

The purest blood of Greece. Make no delay ; 

Each moment threatens death ; quickly restore 
Your shatter’d strength, while yet the torch of life 
Holds out, and can be fann’d into a flame. 

* PH^DBA. 

Too long have 1 endured its guilt and shame 1 


(ENONE. 

Wliy ? What remorse gnaws at your heait ? What crime 
Can have disturb’d you thus? Your hands are uot ^ 
Polluted with the blood of innocence ? 



SCENE 3 .] 


PHJEDBA. 


PHiEDRA. 

Thanks be U) Heav’n, my hands are free from stain. 
Would that my soul were innocent as they ! 

CENONE. 

•What awful project have you then conceived, 
Whereat your conscience should be still alarm’d ? 

PHAEDRA. 

Have I not said enough ? Spare me the rest. 

I die to save myself a full confession. 

CENONE. 

Die then, and kec^p a silence so inhuman ; 

But seek some other hand to close your eyes. 

Tho’ but a spark of life remains within you, 

My soul shall go before you to the Shades. 

A thousand roads are always open thither ; 

Pain’d at your want of confidence, I’ll choose 
The shortest. Cruel one, when lias my faith 
Deceived you ? Think how in my arms you lay 
New born. For you, my country and my children 
I have forsaken. Do you thus repay 
My faithful service P 


PHiEDRA. 

What do you expect 

From words so bitter ? Were 1 to break silent e, 
Horror would freeze your blood. 

(ENONE. 

What can you say 
To horrify me more than to l)ehold 
You die before niy eyes ? 


FH^DBA. 

When you shall know 

My crime, my* death will follow none the less. 
But with the added stain of "uilt. 
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CENONE. 

Dear Maiatn, 

By all the tears that I have shed for you, 

By these weak knees I clasp, relieve my mind 
From torturing doubt. 


PHiEDRA. 

It is your wish. Then rise. 


I hear you. Speak. 


(ENONE. 


PIIiEDBA. 

Heavhis ! How shall I l)egiii ? 

(ENONE. 

Dismiss vain fears, you wound me with distrust. 

PHiEDRA . 

0 fatal animosity of Venus ! 

Into what wild distractions did she cast 
My mother ! 

(ENONE. 

Be they blotted from remembrance, 
And for all time to come buried in silence. 

PHiEDRA. 

My sister Ariadne, by what love 

Were you betray’d to death, on lonely shores 

Forsaken ! 

(ENONE. 

Madam, what deep-seated pain 
Prompts the.se reproaches against all your kin ? 

PHiEDRA. 

It IS the will of Venus, and I perish, 

Last, most unhappy of a family 
Where all were wretched. 



SCENE 3 .] 


PHiBDRA. 


All its mad fever. 


(ENONE. 

Do you lovi‘ ? 

PH^DRA. 

I feel 


(ENONE. 

All ! For wliom ? 

PHiEDRA. 

Hear now 

The crowning horror. Yes, I love — my lij>‘=5 
•Tremble to say his name. 


CENONE. 

Whom? 


PH.®DRA. 

Know you him, 

Son of the Amazon, whom IVo oppress’d 
So long ? 

(ENONE. 

Hippoly tus ? Great gods ! 


Have named him. 


PHA3DRA. 

’Tis you 


(ENONE. 

All my blood within my veins 
Seems frozen. O despair ! O cursed race ! 
111-omen’d journey ! Laud of misery ! • 

Why did we ever reach thy dangerous shores ? 


PHASDRA. 

My wound is n^t so recent. Scarcely had I 
Been bound to Theseus by the marriage yoke, 
*And happiness and peace seem’d well secured, 
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Wlien Athens show’d me my proud enemy. 

I look’d, alternately turn’d pale and blush’d 
To see him, and my soul grew all distraught ; 

A mist obscured my vision, and my voice 
Falter’d, my blood ran cold, then burn’d like fire ; 

Venus I felt in all my fever’d frame, 

Whose fury had so many of my r^ice 
Pursued. With fervent vows I sought to shun 
Her torments, built and deck’d for her a shrine. 

And there, ’mid countless victims did I ^eek 
The reason I had lost ; but all for naught, 

No remedy could cure the wounds of love ! 

In vain I offer’d incense on her altars ; 

When I invoked her name my heart adored 
Hippoly tus, before me constantly ; 

And when I made her altars smoke with victims, 

’Twas for a god whose name I dared not utter. 

I fled his presence everywhere, but found him — 

0 crowning horror ! — in his father’s features. 

Against myself, at last, 1 raised revolt, 

And stirr’d my courage up to persecute 
The enemy I loved. To banish him 

1 wore a step-dame’s har^h and jealous carriage, 

Witli ceaseless cries I clamour’d for his exile. 

Till I had torn him from his father’s arms. 

I breathed once more, (Euone ; in his absence 
My days flow’d on less troubled than before. 

And muocont. Submissive to my husband, 

I hid my grief, and of our fatal marriage 
Cherish’d the fruits. Vain caution ! Cruel Fate ! 
Brought hither by my spouse himself, I saw 
Again the enemy whom T had banish’d. 

And the old wound too quickly bled afresh. 

No longer is it lov.p hid in my heart. 

But Venus in her might seizing her prey. 

1 have conceived just terror for my crime ; 

I hate my life, and hold my love in horror. 

Dying I wish’d to keep my fame unsullied, ^ 

And bury in the grave a guilty passion ; ^ 

But 1 have been unable to withstand 
’I ears and entreaties, I have told you all ; 
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Content, if only, as my end draws near, 

You do not yex me with unjust rej)roaches. 

Nor with vain efforts seek to snatch from death 
The last faint lingering sparks of vital breath. 


Scene 4. 

PHiEDRA, (EnONE, PanOPE. 

« ' * 

PANOPE. 

Fain would I hide from you tidings so sad, 

• But *tis my duty, Madam, to reveal them. 

The hand of death has seized your peerless husband, 
And you are last to hear of this disaster. 

CENONE. 

What say you, Panope ? 


PANOPE. 

The queen, deceived 

By a vain trust in Heav’n, begs safe return 
For Theseus, while Hippolytus his son 
Learns of his death from vessels that are now 
In ]X)rt. 

PHiEDBA. 

Ye gods ! 


PANOPE. 

Divided counsels sway 

The choice of Athens ; some would hav§ the prince. 
Your child, for master ; others, disregarding 
The Jaws, dare to support the stranger’s son. 

’Tis even said that a presumptuous faction 
Would crown Aricia and the house of Pallas. 

I deem’d it riglif to warn you of this danger. 

Hippolytus already is prepared 

To start, and should he show himself at Athens. 
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’Tis to be fear*d the fickle crowd will all 
Follow his lead. r 


CENONE. 

Enough. The quocn, who hears you, 
By no means will neglect this timely warning. 


Scene 5. 

Ph^dra, (Enone. 

CENONE, 

Dear lady, I had almost ceased to urge 
The wish that you should live, thinking to fcdlow 
My mistress to the tomb, from which my voice 
Had fail’d to turn you ; but this new misfortune 
Alters the aspect of affairs, and prompts 
Fresh measures. Madam, Theseus is no more. 
You must supply his place. He leaves a son, 

A slave, if you should die, but, if you live, 

A King. On whom has be to lean but you ? 

No hand but yours will dry his tears. Then live 
For him, or else the tears of innocence 
Will move the gods, his ancestors, to wrath 
Against his mother. Live, your guilt is gone. 

No blame attaches to your passion now. 

The King’s decease has freed you from the bonds 
That made the crime and horror of your love, 
Hippolytus no longer need be dreaded. 

Him you may see henceforth without reproach. 

It may be, that, convinced of your aversion. 

He means to head the rebels. Undeceive him, 
Soften his callous lieart, and bend his pride. 

King of this fertile land, in Trcezen here 
His portion lies ; but as he knows, the laws 
Give to your son the ramparts that Minerva 
Built and protects. A common enemy 
Threatens you both, unite then to oppose 
Aricia. 
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PH^DRA. 

To your counsel I consent. 

Yes, I will live, if life can te restored, 

Tf my afPection for a son has pow’r 

To rouse my sinking heart at such a dangerous liour. 


ACT II. 

Scene 1. 

Aricia, Ismene. 

ARICIA. 

Hippolytus request to see me here ! 
nij)polytus desire to bid farewell! 

Is *t true, Ismene? Are you not deceived ? 

ISMENE. 

This is the first result of Theseus* death. 
Prepart' yourself to sec from every side 
Hearts turn towards you that were kept away 
By Theseus. Mistress of her lot at last, 
Aricia soon shall find all Greece fall low, 

To do her homage. 

aricia. 

*Tis not then, Ismene, 

An idle tale ? Am I no more a slave ? 

Have I no enemies ? 

ISMENE. 

Tlie gods oppose 

Yoiyr peace no longer, and the soul of Theseus 
Is with your brothers. 

ARICIA. 

• Does the voice of fame 
fl?ell how he died? 
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I8MCXE. 

Eiunoiirs hicrediblc 

Are spread. Some say that, seizing a new bride. 
The faithless husband by the waves was swallow’d. 
Others affirm , and this report prevails. 

That with Pirithoiis to the world below 
He went, and saw the shores of dark Cocytus, 
Showing himself alive to the pale ghosts ; 

But that he could not leave those gloomy realms, 
Which whoso enters there abides for evt‘r. 


ARICIA. 

Shall I bolivc that ore his destined hour 
A mortal may descend into the gulf 
Of Hades ? What attraction could o’ercome 
Its terrors ? 

ISMRNE. 

He is dead, and you alone 
Doubt it. The men of Athens mourn his loss. 
Troezen already hails Hippol} tus 
As King. And Pha3dra, fearing for her son, 

Asks counsel of the friends who sharv her trouble, 
Here in this palace. 

ARICIA. 

Will Hippolytus, 

Think you, prove kinder than his sire, make light 
My chains, and pity my misfortunes ? 


ISMENE. 


1 think so, Madam. 


Yes, 


' ARICIA. 

Ah, you know him not 
Or you would never deem so hard a heart 
Can pity feel, or me alone except 
Prom the contempt in which he holds our^sex. 
Has he not long avoided every spot 
Where we resort ? 
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ISMENE. 

• I know what tales are told 
Of proud Hippolytus, but I have seen 
Him near you, and have watch’d with curious eye 
How one esteem’d so cold would bear himself. 

Little did his behaviour correspond 
With what I look’d for ; in his face confusion 
Appear’d at your first glance, he could not turn 
His languid eyes away, but gazed on you. 

Love m a word tli^^t may offend his pride, 

But what the tongue disowns, looks can betray. 

ABICIA. 

•How eagerly my heart hears what you say, 

Tho’ it may be delusion, dear Ismene ! 

Did it seem possible to you, who know me, 

That I, sad 8})oi't of a relentless Fate, 

Fed upon bitter tears by night and day, 

Could ever taste the maddening draught of love ? 
The last frail offsju’iug of a royal race, 

Children of Earth, I only have survived 
War’s fury. Cut olf in the flow’r of youth, 

Mown by the sword, six brothers have I lost, 

The ho|)e of au illustrious house, whose blood 
Earth draulc with sorrow, near akin to his 
Whom slie herself produced. Since then, you know 
How thro’ all Greece no heart has been allow’d 
To sigh for me, lest by a sister’s flame 
The brothers’ ashes be perchance rekindled. 

You know, besides, with what disdain I view’d 
My conqueror’s suspicions and precautions. 

And how, opposed as I have ever been 
To love, I often thank’d the King’s injustice 
Which happily confirm’d my inclinatioil. 

But then I never had beheld his son. 

Nof that, attracted merely by the eye, 

1 love him for his beauty and his grace, 
Endowments which he owes to Nature’s bounty, 
Charms which he seems to know not or to scorn. 

•I love and prize in him riches more rare. 
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The virtues of his sire, without his faults. ^ # 

I love, as I must own, that generous pride 
Which ne*er has stoop'd beneath the amorous yoke. 
Phsedra reaps little glory from a lover 
So lavish of his sighs ; 1 am too proud 
To share devotion with a thousand others, 

Or enter where the door is always open. 

But to make one who ne’er has stoop’d befcn’e 
Bend his proud neck, to pierce a heart of stone, 

To bind a captive whom his chains astonish, 

Who vainly ’gainst a pleasing yoke rebels, — 

That piques my ardour, and I long for that. 

’Twas easier to disarm the god of strength 
Than this Hippolytus, for Hercules 
Yielded so often to the eyes of beauty, 

As to make triumph cheap. But, dear Ismenc, 

I take too little heed of opposition 
Beyond my pow’r to quell, and you may hear me. 
Humbled by sore defeat, upbraid the pride 
I now admire. What ! Can he love ? and I 
Have had the happiness to bend — 


ISMENE. 


Yourself shall hear him. 


He comes. 


Scene 2. 

Hippolytus, Aricia, Ismene. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Lady, ere I go 
My duty bids me tell you of your change 
Of fortune. My worst fears are realized ; 

My sire is dead. Yes, his protracted absence 
Was caused as I foreboded. Death alone. 

Ending his toils, could keep him from the world 
Conceal’d so long. The gods at last have doom’d 
Alcides* friend, companion, and successor. 
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I think yo 5 |ir*hatred, tender to his virtues, 

Can hear such terms of praise without resentment, 
Knowing thAn due. One liope have I that soothes 
My sorrow : I can free you from restraint. 

Lo, I revoke the laws whose rigour moved 
My pity ; yoA are at your own disposal, 

J[3oth heart and hand ; here, in my heritage, 

In Troezen, where my grandsire Pitthous reign’d 
Of yore and I am now acknowledged King, 

1 leave you free, free as myself, — and more. 

• 0 

ARICIA. 

Your kindness is too great, ’tis overwhelming. 

Such generosity, that pays disgrace 

•W'ith honour, lends more force than you cn.n think 

To those harsh laws from which you would release me. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Athens, uncertain how to fill the throne 
Of Theseus, sj^eaks of you, anon of me, 

And then of Phaedra’s son. 

ARICIA. 

Of me, my lord ? 

HIPPOLYTTTS. 

J knoy myself excluded by strict law : 

Cxreece turns to my reproach a foreign mother. 

But if my brother were my only rival. 

My rights prevail o’er liis clearly enough 
To make me careless of the law’s caprice. 

My foi-wardness is check’d by justcr claims : 

To you I yield my place, or, rather, own 
That it is yours by right, and yours the sceptre, 

As handed down from Earth’s great sou, Erechtheus. 
Adoption placed it in the hands of iEgeus : 

Athens, by him protected and increased, 

Welcomed a king so generous as my sire. 

And left your hapless brothers in oblivion. 

Ngw she invites you back within her walls ; 

II. . Q 



226 


bagine’s woeks. 


[act ir. 


Protracted strife has cost her groans enough/ 

Her fields are glutted with jour kinsmen’s blood 
Patt’ning the furrows out of which it sprung ‘ 

At first. I rule this Troezen ; while the son 
Of Phaidra has in Crete a rich domain. 

Athens is yours. I will do all T can 
To join for you the votes divided now 
Between us. 

ARICIA. 

Stunn’d at all I hear, my Jord, 

I fcaj', I almost fear a dream deceives me. 

Am I indeed awake ? Can I belie vo 
Such generosity ? What god has put it 
Into your heart ? Well is the fame deserved 
That you enjoy ! That fame falls short of truth ! 
Would you for me prove traitor to yourself? 

Was it not boon enough never to hate me, 

So long to have abstain’d from harbouring 
The enmity — 

HTPPOTjVTTIS. 

To hate yon ? I, to hate you ? 
However darkly my fierce pride was painted, 

Do you suppose a monster gave me birth ? 

What savage temper, what envenom’d hatred 
Would not be mollified at sight of you V 
Could I resist the soul-bewitching charm — 

ARICIA. 

Why, what is this, Sir ? 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

I have said too much 

Not to say more. “ Prudence in vain resists 
The violence of passion. I have broken 
Silence at last, and I must tell you now 
The secret that my heart can hold no longer. 

You see before you an unhappy instance 
Of hasty pride, a prince who chums compassion 
1, who, so long the enemy of Love, 



PH^DRA. 


227 


SCENE 3.] 

Moclf’d at Ills fetters and despised his captives. 
Who, pityiijg poor mortals that were shipwroclv’d, 
In seeming safety view’d the storms from land, 
Now find myself to the same fate exposed, 

Toss'd to and fro upon a sea of troubles ! 

My boldness has been vanquish’d in a moment. 
And humbled is the pride wherein T boasted. 

For nearly six months past, ashamed, despairing. 
Bearing where’er I go the shaft that rends 
My heart, I struggle vainly to be free 
From* you and frbm myself ; I shun yon, present ; 
Absent, I find you near ; I see your form 
In the dark forest depths ; the shades of night, 
Nor less broad daylight, bring back to my view 
The charms that I avoid ; all things conspire 
To make Hippolytus your slave. For fruit 
Of all my bootless sighs, I fail to find 
My former self. My bow and javelins 
Please me no more, my chariot is forgotten, 

With all the Sea God’s lessons ; and the woods 
Echo my groans instead of joyous shouts 
Urging my fiery steeds. 

Hearing this tale 
Of passion so uncouth, you blush perchance 
At your own handiwork. With what wild words 
I offer you my heart, strange captive held 
By silken jess ! But dearer in your eyes 
Should be the offering, that this language comes 
Strange to my lips ; reject not vows express’d 
So ill, which but for you had ne’er been form’d. 


Scene 3. • 

• Hippolytus, Abicia, Thebamenes, Ismene. 

THEBAMENE8. 

Prince, ^the Quefen comes. I herald her approach. 
OTis you she seeks. 
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HIPPO LYTUS. 

MeV 


TIIERAMENES. 

What her thought may be 
I know not. But I speak on her behalf. 

She would converse with you ere you go hence. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

1 

What shall I say to her ? Can she expect — 

AEICIA. 

You cannot, noble Prince, refuse to hear her, 

Howe’er convinced she is your enemy, 

St)me shade of pity to her tears is due. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Shall we part thus ? and will you let me go, 

Not knowing if my boldness has olfended 
The goddess I adore ? Whether this heart, 

Left in your hands — 


ARICIA. 

Go, Prince, pursue the schemes 
Your generous soul dictates, make Athens own 
My sceptre. All the gifts you offer me 
Will I accept, but this high throne of empire 
Is not the one most precious in my sight. 


Scene 4. 

Hippolytus, Theramenes. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Friend, is all ready ? 

But the Queen approaches. 
Go, see the vessel in fit trim to sail. 
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Haste, bid the crew aboard, and hoist the signal ; 
Then soon jeturn, and so deliver me 
Prom interview most irksome. 


Scene 5. 

Ph^bra, Hippolytus, (Enone. 

(. PHAEDRA (to (EnONe). 

There I see him ! 

My blood forgets to flow, my tongue to speak 
What I am come to say. 


(ENONE. 


Think of your son, 
How all his hopes depend on you. 


PH-EDRA. 

I h(*ar 

You leave us, and in haste. I come to add 
My tears to your distress, and for a son 
Plead my alarm. No more has he a father, 
And at no distant day my son must witness 
My death. Already do a thousand foes 
Threaten his youth. You only can defend him. 
But in my secret heart remorse awakes, 

And fear lest I have shut your ears against 
His cries. I tremble lest your righteous anger 
Visit on him ere long the hatred earn’d 
By me, his mother. 


HIPPOLT-TUS. 


MaSam, is mine. 


No such base resentment, 

PHJSDRA. 


^ I could not blame you. Prince, 
If you should hate me. I have injured you : 

•So much you know, but could not read my heart. 
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T* incur your enmity has been mine aim : 

The self-same borders could not hold us both y 
In public and in private I declared 
Myself your foe, and found no peace till seas 
Parted us from each other. 1 forbade 
Your very name to be pronounced before me. 

And yet if punishment should be proportion’d 
To the offence, if only hatred draws 
Your hatred, never woman merited 
More pity, less deserved your enmity. ^ 

HIPPOIiYTUS. 

A mother jealous of her children’s rights 
Seldom forgives the offspring of a wife 
Who reign’d before her. Harassing suspicions 
Are common sequels of a second marriage. 

Of me would any other have been jealous 
No less than you, perhaps more violent. 

PH^DRA. 

Ah, Prince, how Heav’n has from the general law 
Made me exempt, be that same Heav’n iiiy witness I 
Far different is the trouble that devours me ! 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

This is no time for self-reproaches. Madam. 

It may be that your husband still beholds 
The light, and Heav’n may grant him safe return, 
In answer to our prayers. His guardian god 
Is Neptune, ne’er by him invoked in vain. 

PHiEDRA. 

He who has seen the mansions of the dead 
Returns not thence. Since to those gloomy shores 
Theseus is gone, ’tis vain to hope that Heav’n 
IVIay send him back. Prince, there is no release 
From Acheron’s greedy maw. And yet, m^hinks, 
He lives, and breathes in you. I see him still 
Before me, and to him I seem to speak ; 
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My heart — * 

Qh ! I am mad ; do what I will, 

I cannot hide my passion. 

HIPPOLTTIT8. 

, Yes, I see 

The strange effects of love. Theseus, tho' dead. 
Seems present to your eyes, for in your soul 
There burns a constant flame. 

• c 

PH^DRA. 

Ah, yes, for Theseus 

I languish and 1 long, not as the Shades 
Have seen him, of a thousand different forms 
The fickle lover, and of Pluto's bride 
The would-be ravisher, but faithful, proud 
E'en to a slight disdain, with youthful charms 
Attracting every heart, as gods are painted, 

Or like yourself. He had your mien, your eyes, 
Spoke and could blush like you, when to the islo 
Of Crete, my childhood's home, he cross'd the waves, 
Worthy to win the love of Minos’ daughters. 

What were you doing then ? Why did he gather 
The flow'r of G-reece, and leave Hippolytus ? 

Oh, why were you too young to have embark'd 
On board the ship that brought thy sire to Crete ? 

At your hands would the monster then have perish'd, 
Despite the windings of his vast retreat. 

To guide your doubtful steps within the maze 
My sister would have arm'd you with the clue. 

But no, therein would Phaedra have forestall’d her, 
Love would liave first inspired me with the thought ; 
And I it would have been whose timely aid 
Had taught you all the labyrinth's crooked ways. 
Wt^at anxious care a life so dear had cost me ! 

No thread had satisfied your lover's fears ; 

I would myself have wish'd to lead the way. 

And share the^eril you were bound to face ; 

Pheedra with you would have explored the maze. 
With you emerged in safety, or have perish'd. 
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HIPPOLYTUS. 

Gods ! What is this I hear ? Have you for|fotteu 
That Theseus is uiy father and your husband ? 

( 

PHJEDRA. 

Why should you fancy I have lost remembrance 
Thereof, and am regardless of mine honour ? 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Forgive me, Madam. With a blush I own 
That I misconstrued words of innocence. 

For very shame I cannot bear your sight 
Longer. I go — 

PHiEDRA. 

Ah ! cruel Prince, too well 
You understood me. I have said enough 
To save you from mistake. I love. But think not 
That at the moment when I love you most 
I do not feel my guilt ; no weak compliance 
Has fed the poison that infects my brain 
The ill-starr’d object of celestial vengeance, 

1 am not so detestable to you 

As to myself. The gods will bear me witness, 

Who have within my veins kindled this fire. 

The gods, who take a barbarous delight 
In leading a poor mortal’s heart astray. 

Do you yourself recall to mind the past ; 

’Twas not enough for me to fly, I chased you 
Out of the country, wishing to aj^pear 
Inhuman, odious ; to resist you better, 

I sought to make you hate me. All in vain ! 
Hating me more I loved you none the less : 

New charms were lent to you by your misfortunes. 
I have been drown’d in tears, and scorch’d by fire ; 
Your own eyes might convince you of the truth. 

If for one moment you could look at me. 

What is ’t I say? Think you this vile confession 
That I have made is what I meant to utter ? 

Not daring to beti'ay a sou for whom 
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T trembled, ^was to beg you not to hate him 
I came. Wjak purpose of a heart too full 
Of love for you to speak of aught besides ! 

Take your revenge, punish my odious passion ; 

Prove yourself worthy of your valiant sire, 

And rid the world of an offensive monster ! 

♦Does Theseus’ widow dare to love his son ? 

The frightful monster ! Let her not escape you ! 

Here is my heart. This is the place to strik(\ 

Already prompt to expiate its guilt, 

I feent leap impittiently to meet 

Your arm. Strike home. Or, if it would disgrace you 
To steep your hand in such polluted blood, 

If that were punishment too mild to slake 
* Your hatred, lend me then your sword, if not 
Your arm. Quick, give ’t. 


(ENONE. 

What, Madam, will you do ? 
J ust gods ! But someone comes. Go, fly from shame, 
You cannot ’scape if seen by any thus. 


Scene 6. 

Hippolttub, Thbramenes. 

THEKAMENEB. 

Is that the form of Phaedra that I see 

Hurried a,wa,y ? What mean these signs of sorrow ? 

Where is your sword ? Why are you pale, confused ? 

* HIPPOLYTUB. 

Friend, let us fly. I am, indeed, confounded 
With horror and astonishment extreme. 

Phaedra — but no ; gods, let this dreadful secret 
'Remain for ever buried in obliviom 
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THEBAMENES. 

The ship is ready if you wish to sail. 

But Ai^hcns has already giv’n her vote ; 

Their leaders have consulted all her tribes ; 

Your brother is elected, Phaedra wins 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Phaedra ? 

THEBAMENES. ^ 

A herald, charged with a commission 
Prom Athens, has arrived to place the reins 
Of power in her hands. Her son is King. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Ye gods, who know her, do ye thus reward 
Her virtue ? 

THEBAMENES. 

A faint rumour meanwhile whispers 
That Theseus is not dead, but in Epirus 
Has shown himself. But, after all my search, 

I know too well — 


HIPPOLYTUS, 

Let nothing be neglected. 
This rumour must be tracjed back to its source. 
If it be found unworthy of belief. 

Let us set sail, and cost whate’er it may. 

To hands deserving trust the sceptre’s sway. 



SCENE 1.] 


PH^DBA. 


233 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. 

Ph^d&a, CEnone. 

PHiEDRA. 

Ah ! \iet them take elsewhere the worthless honours 
They bring me. Why so urgent I should see them r 
What flattering balm cun soothe my wounded heart ? 
Far rather hide me : I have said too much. 

My madness has burst forth like streams in flood, 

I have utter’d what should ne’er have reach’d 
His ear. Gods ! How he heard me ! How reluctant 
To catch my meaning, dull and cold as marble, 

And eager only for a quick retreat ! 

How oft his blushes made my shame the deeper ! 

Why did you turn me irom the death I sought ? 

Ah ! When his sword was pointed to my bosom, 

Did he grow pale, or try to snatch it from me ? 

That I had touch’d it was enough for him 
To render it for ever horrible. 

Leaving defilement on the hand that holds it. 

CENONE. 

Thus brooding on your bitter disappointment. 

You only fan a fire that must be stifled. 

Would it not be more worthy of the blood 
Of Minos to find peace in nobler cares, 

And, in defiance of a wretch who flies 

From what he hates, reign, mount the proffer’d throne ? 

PHiEDBA. 

I rei^ ! Shall I the rod of empire sway. 

When reason reigns no longer o^er myself ? 

When I have lost control of all my senses ? 

When ’neath a shameful yoke I scarce can breathe ? 
W^en I am dying ? 
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OBNONE. 

Fly. 

PH.EDRA. 

I cannot leave him. 

(ENONB. 

Dare you not fly from him you dared to banicsh ? 

PH.ffiDRA. 

The time for that is past. He knows my frenzy. 

I have o’erstepp’d the bounds of modesty, 

And blazon’d forth my shame before his eyes. 

Hope stole into my heart against my will. 

Did you not rally my declining pow’rs r 
Was it not you yourself recall’d my soul 
When fluttering on my lips, and with your counsvd, 
Lent me fresh life, and told me I might love him r* 

GINONE. 

Blame me or blame me not for your misfortunes, 

Of what was I incapable, to save you ? 

But if your indignation e’er was roused 
By insult, can you pardon his contempt ? 

How cruelly his eyes, severely fix’d, 

Survey’d you almost prostrate at his feet ! 

How hateful then appear’d his savage pride ! 

Why did not Phsedra see him then as I 
Beheld him ? 


phjbdba. 

This proud mood that you resent 
May yield to time. The rudeness of the forests 
Where he was bred, inured to rigorous laws. 
Clings to him still ; love is a word he ne’er 
Had heard before. It may be his surj^rise 
Stunn'd him, and too much vehemence was shown 
In all I said. 
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(ENONE. 

Roraember that his mother 
Was a barbarian. 

PHiEDRA. 

Scythian tho’ she was, 

She Icamt to love. 


(ENONE. 

lie has for all the sex 

Hatred intense. 

PH^DRA. 

Then in his heart no rival 
Shall ever reign. Your counsel comes too late. 

€Knone, serve my madness, not my reason. 

His heart is inaccessible to love : 

Let us attack him where he has more feeling. 

The charms of sovereignty appear’d to touch him; 

He could not hide that he was drawn to Athens ; 

His vessels’ prows were thither turn’d already, 

All sail was set to scud befoixj the breeze. 

Go you on my behalf, to his ambition 
Appeal, and let the prospect of the crown 
Dazzle his eyes. The sacred diadem 
Shall deck his brow, no higher honour mine 
Than^here to bind it. His shall be the pow’r 
I cannot keep ; and he shall teach my son 
How to rule men. It may be he will deign 
To be to him a father. Son and motlier 
He shall control. Try ev’ry means to move him ; 

Your words will find more favour than can mine. 

Urge him with groans and tears ; show Phiodra dying, 
Nor blush to use the voice of supplication. 

In you is my last hope ; I’ll sanction all 
You say ; and on llie issue hangs mv fate. 



238 


Racine’s works. 


[act in. 


Scene 2. . ‘ 

• Ph^dra (alone). 

Venus implacable, who seest me shamed 
And sore confounded, have I not enough 
Been humbled ? How can cruelty be stretch’d 
Farther ? Thy shafts have all gone home, and thou 
Hast triumph’d. Would’ st thou win a new renown ? 
Attack an enemy more contumacious : 

Hippolytus neglects thee, braves thy wrath, 

Nor ever at thine altars bow’d the knee. 

Thy name offends his proud, disdainful ears. 

Our interests are alike : avenge thyself. 

Force him to love — 

But what is this ? (Enone 
Return’d already ? He detests mo then, 

And will not hear you. 


Scene 3. 

Ph/EDRA, Qi3NONE. 


(ENONE. 

Madam, you must stifle 
A fruitless love. Recall your former virtue : 

The king who was thought dead will soon appear 
Before your eyes, Theseus has just arrived, 
Theseus is here. The i)eople flock to see him 
With eager haste. I went by your command 
To find the prince^, when with a thousand shouts 
The air was rent — 


PHiEDRA. 

My husband is alive, 

That is enough, CEnone. I have own’d ^ 
A passion that dishonours him. He lives : 
I ask to know no more. 
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(ENONE. 

What? 

PHJEDBA. 

I foretold it, 

©ut you refused to Lear. Your tears prevail'd 
Over my just remorse. Dying this morn, 

I had deserved compassion ; your advice 
I took, and die dishonour’d. 

• « 

(ENONE. 

Die? 


PH^DBA. 

Just Heav'ns ! 

What have I done to-day ? My husband comes, 

With him his son : and I shall see the witness 

Of my adulterous flame watch with what face 

I greet his father, while my heart is big 

With sighs he scorn’d, and tears that could not move him 

Moisten mine eyes. Think you that his respect 

For Theseus will induce him to conceal 

My madness, nor disgrace his sire and king ? 

Will he be able to keep back the horror 
He has for me ? His silence would be vain. 

I kiTpw my treason, and I lack the boldness 
Of those abandon’d women who can taste 
Tranquillity in crime, and show a forehead 
All unabash’d. I recognize my madness. 

Recall it all. These vaulted roofs, methinks, 

These walls can apeak, and, ready to accuse me, 

Wait but my husband’s presence to reveal 
My perfidy. Death only can remove • 

This weight of horror. Is it such misfortune 
To iease to live ? Death causes no alarm 
To misery. I only fear the name 
That I shall leave behind me. For my sons 
How sad a heritage ! The blood of Jove 
Might justly swell the pride that boasts descent 
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From Heav’n, but heavy weighs a mother’s guilt 
Upon her offspring. Yes, I dread the scorn 
That will be cast on them with too much truth, 

For my disgrace. I tremble when I think 
That, crush’d beneath that curse, they’ll nerer dtare 
To raise their eyes. 


CENONE. 

Doubt not I pity both ; 

Never was fear more just than yours. Why then 
Expose them to this ignominy ? Why 
Will you accuse yourself ? You thus destroy 
The only hope that’s left ; it will be said 
That Phfledra, conscious of her perfidy. 

Fled from her husband’s sight. Hippolytus 
Will be rejoiced that, dying, you should lend 
His charge support. What can I answer him 
He’ll find it easy to confute my tale, 

And I shall hear him with an air of triumph 
To every open ear repeat your shame. 

Sooner than that may fire from heav’n consume me! 
Deceive me not. Say, do you love him still ? 

How look you now on this contemptuous prince ? 

PHiEDRA. 

As on a monster frightful to mine eyes. 

CENONE. 

Why yield him then an easy victory ? 

You fear him. Venture to accuse him first, 

As guilty of the charge which he may bring 
This day against you. Who can say ’tis false ? 

All tells against hipi : in your hands his sword 
Happily left behind, your present trouble. 

Your past distress, your warnings to his father. 

His exile which >our earnest pray’rs obtain’d. 

PHiEDBA. < 

What! Would you have me slander innocence ? 
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(ENONE. 

My zeal has weed of naught from you hiit silence. 
Like you I tremble, and am loath to do it ; 

More willingly I*d face a thousand deaths. 

But since without this bitter remedy 
I lose you, and to me your life outweighs 
Xll else. I’ll speak. Theseus, howe’er enraged. 
Will do no worse than banish him again. 

A father, when he punishes, remains 

A father, and his ire is satisfied 

With a light sentence. But if guiltless blood 

Should flow, is not your honour of more moment ? 

A treasure far too precious to be risk’d ? 

,You must submit, whatever it dictates ; 

when our reputation is at stake, 

All must be sacrificed, conscience itself. 

But someone comes. ’Tis Theseus. 

PH-ffiDBA. 

And I see 

Hippolytus, my ruin plainly written 

In his stern eyes. Do what you will ; I trust 

My fate to you, I cannot helj) myself. 


Scene 4, 

SI 

Theseus, Hippolytus, Ph^dra, (Enone, 
Therambnes. 

THESEUS. 

Fortune no longer fights against my wishes, 

Madam, and to your arms restores — • 

• PH-fflDBA, 

Stay, Theseus ! 

Do not profane endearments that were once 

So sweet, but wlfich I am unworthy now 

%> taste. You have been wrong’d. Fortune has proved 

n. . B 
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Spiteful, nor in your absence spared your wife. 
I am unfit to meet your fond caress. 

How I may bear my sliame my only care * 
Hencefortb. 


Scene 5. 

t 

Theseus, Hippouytus, Thebamenes. 

THESEUS. ( 

Strange welcome for your father, this ! 
What does it mean, my son ? 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Ph'dedra alone 

Can solve this mystery. But if my wisli 
Can move you, let me never see her mon' ; 

Suffer llippolytus to disappear 

For ever from the home that bolds your wife. 

THESEUS. 

You, my son ! Leave me ? 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

'Twas not I who sought her 
^Twas you who led her footsteps to these shores. 

At your departure you thought meet, my lord, 

To trust Aricia and the Queen to this 

TroBzenia.n land, and I myself was charged 

With their protection. But what cares henceforth 

Need keep me here ? My youth of idleness 

Has shown its skrll enough o'er paltry foes 

That range the woods. May I not quit a life 

Of such inglorious ease, and dip my spear * 

In nobler blood ? Ere you had reach’d my age 
More than one tyrant, monster more than one 
Had felt the weight of your stout arm. Already, 
Successful in attacking insolence, 
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You had reufoved all dangers that infested 
Our coasts t^ east and west. The traveller fear’d 
Outrage no longer. Hearing of your deeds. 
Already Hercules relied on you. 

And rested from his toils. While I, unknown 
Son of so brave a sire, am far behind 
•Even my mother’s footsteps. Let my courage 
Ha,ve scope to act, and if some monster yet 
Has ’scaj)ed you, let me lay the glorious >[)oils 
Down at your feet ; or let the memory 
Of deilth faced ii^bly keep my name alive, 

And prove to all the world I was your son. 

• THESEUS. 

Why, what is this r What terror has i^ossess’d 
My family to inalce them fly before me ? 

If I return to find myself so fear’d, 

So little welcome, why did Heav’n release me 
From i)ris()n? My sole friend, misled by passion, 
Was bent on robbing of bis wife the tyrant 
Wlio rnled Epirus. Witli regret I lent 
The lover aid, but Fate liad made us blind, 

Myself as well as him. The tyrant seized me 
Defenceless and unarm’d. Pirithous 
I saw with tears cast forth to be devour’d 
By savage beasts that lapp’d the blood of men. 
Myself in gloomy caverns he inclosed, 

Deep in the bowels of the earth, and nigh 
To Pluto’s realms. Six months I lay ere Heav’ii 
Had pity, and I ’scaped the watchful eyes 
That guarded me. Then did T purge the world 
Of a foul foe, and he himself has fed 
His monsters. But, when with expectant joy 
To all that is most precious I draw near 
Of what the gods have left me, when my soul 
Loots for full satisfaction in a sight 
So dear, my only welcome is a shudder, 

Embrace rejected, and a hasty flight 
Inspiring, as I fflearly do, such terror. 

Would I were still a prisoner m Epirus I 
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Phaedra complains that I have suffer’d outrage. 
Who has betray’d me ? Speak. Why was I jiot 
Avenged ? Has Greece, to whom mine arm so oft 
Brought useful aid, shelter’d the criminal ? 

You ma*ke no answer. Is my son, mine own 
Dear son, confederate with mine enemies ? 

I’ll enter. This suspense is overwhelming. 

I’ll learn at once the culprit and the crime, 

And Phaedra must explain her troubled state. 


Scene 6. 

Hippolytus, Theramenks. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

What do these words portend, which seem’d to freeze 
My very blood ? Will Phaedra, in her frenzy, 

Accuse herself, and seal her own destruction ? 

What will the King say ? Gods ! What fatal poison 
Has love spread over all his house ! Myself, 

Pull of a fire his hatred disapproves, 

How changed he finds me from the son he knew ! 
With dark forebodings is my mind alarm’d. 

But innocence has surely naught to fear. 

Come, let us go, and in some other place 
Consider how 1 best may move my sire 
To tenderness, and tell him of a flame 
Vex’d but not vanquish’d by a father’s blame. 
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ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

Theseus, CEnone. 

THESEUS. 

Ah ! •What is this I hear ? Presumptuous traitor ! 

And would he have dis^mced his father’s honour ? 

With what relentless footsteps Fate pursues me ! 

Whither I go I know not, nor where now 
I am. O kind affection ill repaid ! 

Audacious scheme ! Abominable thought ! 

To reach the object of his foul desire 
The wretch disdain’d not to use violence. 

I know this swoiii that served him in his fury, 

The sword I gave him for a nobler use. 

Could not the sacred ties of blood restrain him ? 

And Phaedra, — was she loath to have him punish'd ? 

She held her tongue. Was that to spare the culprit ? 

CENONE. 

Nay, but to spare a most unhappy father. 

O’e^whelm’d with shame tliat her eyes should have kindled 
So infamous a flame and proiniitcd him 
To crime so heinous, Phaedra wtndd have died. 

I saw her raise her arm, and ran to save her. 

To me alone you owe it that she lives ; 

And, in my pity both for her and you, 

Have I against my will interpreted 
Her tears. 

THESEUS. 

• 

The traitor ! He miglit well turn pale. 

’Twas fear that made him tremble when he saw me. 

I was astonish’d that he show’d no pleasure ; 

His frigid greeting chill’d my tenderness. 

But was this guilty passion that devours him 
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Declared already ere I banish’d him 
From Athens ? 

OINONE. 

Sire, remember how the Queoii 
Urged you. Illicit love caused all her hatred. 

THESEUS. 

And then this fire broke out again at Troezen ? 

4 , 

(ENONE. 

Sire, I have told you all. Too long the Queen 
Has been allow’d to bear her grief alone. 

Let me now leave you and attend to her. 


Scene 2. 

Theseus, Hippolttus. 

THESEUS. 

Ah ! There he is. Great gods ! That noble mien 
!Might well deceive an eye less fond than mine ! 

Why should the sacred stamp of virtue gleam 
Upon the forehead of an impious wretch ? 

Ought not the blackness of a traitor’s heart 
To show itself by sure and certain signs ? 

hippolttus. 

My father, may I ask what fatal cloud 
Has troubled your majestic countenance ? 

Dare you not trust this secret to your son ? 

THESEUS. 

Traitor, how dare you show yourself before me ? 
Monster, whom Heaven’s bolts have spared too long ! 
Survivor of that robber crew whereof # 

I cleansed the earth. After your brutal lust 
Scorn’d even to respect my marriage bed, 
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You venture — yon, my liated foe — to come 
Into my preSfence, here, where all is full 
Of your foul infamy, instead of seeking 
Some unknown land that never heard my name. 

Fly, traitor, fly ! Stay not to tempt the wrath 
,That I can scarce restrain, nor brave my hatred. 
Disgrace enough have I incurr’d for ever 
In being father of so vile a son, 

Without your death staining indelil^y 
The glorious record of my noble deeds. 

Fly, and unless you wish quick punishment 
To add you to the c>riimnals cut off 
By me, take heed this sun that lights us now 
Ne’er see you more set foot upon this soil. 

L tell you once again, — fly, haste, return not, 

Rid all my realms of your atrocious presence. 

To thee, to thee, great Neptune, I appeal ; 

If erst I clear’d thy shores of foul assassins. 

Recall thy promise to reward those efforts. 

Crown’d with success, by granting my first pray’i*. 
Confined for long in close captivity, 

I have not yet call’d on thy jx)w’rful aid, 

Sparing to use the valued privilege 

Till at mine utmost need. The time is come, 

I ask thee now. Avenge a wretched father ! 

I leave this traitor to thy wrath ; in blood 
Qu^ch his outrageous fires, and by thy fury 
Theseus will estimate thy favour tow’rds him. 

HIPPOLYTUB. 

Phsedra accuses me of lawless passion ! 

This crowning horror all my soul confounds ; 

Such unexpected blows, falling at once, 

O’erwhelm me, choke my utterance, strike me dumb. 

THESEUS. 

Traitor, you reckon’d that in timid silence 
Fha3dra would •bury your brutality. 

•You should not have abandon’d in your flight 
The s^ord that in her hands helps to condemn you 
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Or rather, to complete your perfidy, 

You should have robb’d her both of speech atd life. 


HIPPOLYTUS. 

Justly indip;nant at a lie so black 
I might be pardon’d if I told the truth ; 

But it concerns your honour to conceal it. 

Approve the reverence that shuts my mouth ; 

And, without wishing to increase your woes, 
Examine closely what my life has been. 

Great crimes are never single, they are link’d 
To former faults. He who has once transgress’d 
May violate at last all that men hold 
Most sacred ; vice, like virtue, has degrees 
Of progress ; innocence was never seen 
To sink at once into the lowest depths 
Of guilt. No virtuous man can in a day 
Turn traitor, murderer, an incestuous wretch. 

The nursling of a chaste, heroic mother, 

I have not proved unworthy of my birth. 

Pittheus, whose wisdom is t^y all esteem’d. 
Deign’d to instruct me when I left her hands. 

It is no wish of mine to vaunt my merits, 

But, if I may lay claim to any virtue, 

I think beyond all else I have display’d 
Abhorrence of those sins with which I’m charged. 
For this Hippolytus is known in Greece, 

So continent that he is deem’d austere. 

All know my abstinence inflexible : 

The daylight is not purer than iny heart. 

How then could I, burning with fire profane — 


THESEUS. 

Yes, dastard, ’tis that very pride condemns you. 
I see the odious reason of your coldness : 
Phaedra alone bewitch’d your shameless eyes ; 
Your soul, to others* charms indifferent, 
.Disdain’d the blameless fires of lawful love. 
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PHiEDEA. 


^ HIPPOLYTUS. 

-No, father, I have hidden it too long, 

This heart has not disdain’d a sacred flame. 

Here at your feet I own my real offence : 

I love, and love in truth where you forbid me ; 
Bound to Aricia by my heart’s devotion, 
l^he child of Pallas has subdued your son. 

A rebel to your laws, her I adore, 

And l)reathe forth ardent sighs for her alone. 

THESEUS 

You love her ? Heav’ns ! 

But no, I see the trick. 
You feign a crime to justify yourself. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Sir, I have shunn’d her for six months, and still 
Love her. To you yourself I came to tell it, 
Trembling the while. Can nothing clear your mind 
Of your mistake ? Wliat oath can reassure you ? 

By heav’n and earth and all the pow’rs of nature- — 

THESEUS. 

The wicked never shrink from y^erjury. 

Cesfse, cease, and spare me irksome protestations, 

If your false virtue has no other aid. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Tho’ it to you seem false and insincere, 

Pha3dra has secret cause to know it true, 

THESEUS. 

Ah ! how your shamelessness excites my wrath ! 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

What is my term and place of banishment ? 
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THESEUS. 

Were you beyond the Pillars of Alcides, 

Your perjured j)resence were too near me yet. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

What friends will pity me, when you forsake 
And think me guilty of a crime so vile ? 

THESEUS. 

Go, look you out for friends who hold in honour 
Adultery and clap their hands at incest, 

Low, lawless traitors, steep’d in infamy, 

The fit protectors of a knave like you. 

HIPPOLYTUS. 

Are incest and adultery the words 
You cast at me ? I hold my tongue. Yet think 
What mother Phaedra had ; too well you laiow 
Her blood, not mine, is tainted with those hoiTors. 

THESEUS. 

What ! Does your rage before my eyes lose all 
Restraint ? For the last time, — out of my sight ! 
Hence, traitor 1 Wait not till a father’s wrath 
Force thee away ’mid general execration. 


8ce7ie 3. 

Theseus {alone). 

Wretch ! Thou must meet inevitable ruin. 

Neptune has sv/orn by Styx — to gods themselves 
A dreadful oath. — and he will execute 
His promise. Thou canst not escape his vengeance. 
I loved thee ; and, in spite of thine offence^ 

My heart is troubled by anticipation 

For thee. But thou hast earn’d thv doom too well. 
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Had father e^or greater canse for rage ? 

Just gods, w^o see the grief that overwhelms me, 
Why was I cursed with such a wicked son V 


Scene 4. 

PuiEDRA, Theseus. 

9 ^ PTfASDRA. 

My lord, I come to you, fill’d with just dread. 
Your voice raised high in anger reach’d mine ears, 
And much I fear that deeds have follow’d threats, 
•Oh, if there yet is time, spare your own oifspriug, 
Hespect your race and blood, J do heseeech you. 
Let me not hear that blood cry from tlui ground ; 
Save me the horror and per]>etual pain 
Of having caused liis father’s hand to shed it. 

THESEUS. 

No, Madam, from that stain my hand is free 
But, for all that, the wretch has not escaj>ed me. 
The hand of an Immortal now is charged 
With his destruction. ’Tis a debt that Neptune 
Owes me, and you shall be avenged. 

» THiEDRA. 

A debt 

Owed you ? Pray’rs made in anger — 

THESEUS. 

Nev(*r fear 

That they will fail. Rather join yours to mine. 

In all their blackness paint for me his crimes, 
And^fan my tardy passion to white heat. 

But yet you know not all his infamy ; 

His rage against you overflows in slanders ; 

Your mouth, he says, is full of all deceit. 

He says Aricia has his heart and soul, 

That her alone he loves. 
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PH^DRA. 
Aricia ? 


THESETTS. 

jie said it to my face : an idle pretext ! 

A trick that gulls me not! Let us hope Neptuno 
Will do him speedy justice. To his altars 
I go, to urge performance of his oaths. 


Scene 5. 

Ph^dra {alone). 

Ah, he is gone I What tidings struck mine ears ? 
What fire, half smother’d, in my heart revives ? 

What fatal stroke falls like a thunderbolt ? 

Stung by remorse that would not let me rest, 

I tore myself out of CEnouo’s arms. 

And flew to help Hippolytus with all 
My soul and strength. Who knows if that repentance 
Might not have moved me to accuse myself 't 
And, if my voice had not been choked with shame. 
Perhaps I had confess’d the frightful truth. 
Hippolytus can feel, but not for me ! 

Aricia has his heart, his plighted troth. 

Ye gods, when, deaf to all my sighs and tears. 

He arm’d his eye with scorn, his brow with threats, 

I deem’d his heart, impregnable to love, 

Was fortified ’gainst all my sex alike. 

And yet another has prevail'd to tame 
His pride, another has secured his favour. 

Perhaps he has a heart easily melted ; 

I am the only one he cannot bear ! 

And shall I charge myself with his defene^e ? 



SCENE 6.] 


PHiEDEA. 


Scene 6. 

Phaedra, (Enone. 

PH-ffiDRA. 

Know you, dear Nurse, what I have leam’d just now ? 

<ENONE. 

No ; bdt T come i» truth with trembling limbs. 

I dreaded with what purpose you went forth, 

The fear of fatal madness made me pale. 

• PHiEDRA. 

Who would have thought it, Nurse ? I had a rival. 

CENONE. 

A rival ? 


PH.EDRA, 

Yes, he loves. I cannot doubt it. 
Tliis wild untamable Hippolytus, 

Who scorn’d to be admired, whom lovers’ sighs 
Wearied, this tiger, whom I fear’d to rouse. 
Fawns on a hand that has subdued his pride : 
Aricia has found entrance to his heart. 


Aricia ? 


<ENONE. 


PH.XDRA. 

Ah ! anguish as yet untried ! 

For what new tortures am I still reserved ? 

All I have undergone, transports of passion, 

Longings and fears, the horrors of remorse, 

The shame of being spurn’d with contumely, 

Were feeble foretastes of my present torments. 

They love each ojher ! Py what secret charm 
Have they deceived me ? WTiere, and when, and how 
Met they ? You knew it all. Why was I cozen'd ? 
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You never told me of those stolen hours 
Of amoroTis converse. Have they oft been seen 
Talkinf^ together ? Did they seek the shades 
Of thii’kest woods ? Alas ! full freedom had they 
To see each other. Heav’n approved their sighs ; 
They loved without the consciousness of guilt ; 

And every morning’s sun for them shone clear, 
While I, an outcast from the face of Nature, 
Shunn’d the bright day, and sought to hide myself. 
Death was the only god wliose aid I dared 
To ask : I waited for the grave’s release'. 

Water’d with tears, nourish’d with gall, my woe 
Was all too closely watch’d ; I did not dare 
To weep without restraint. In mortal dread 
Tasting this dangerous solace, I disguised 
My terror ’neath a tranquil countenance, 

And oft had T to check my tears, and smile, 

(ENONE. 

What fniit will they enjoy of their vain love ? 

They will not sec each other more. 

PHiEDRA. 

That love 

Will last for ever. Even while I speak, 

Ah, fatal thought, they laugh to scorn the madness 
Of my distracted heart. In spite of exile 
That soon must part them, with a thousand oaths 
They seal yet closer union. Can I suffer 
A happiness, (Enono, which insults me ? 

I crave your pity. She must be destroy’d. 

My husband’s wrath against a liateful stock 
Shall be revived, nor must the punishment 
Bo light ; the sister’s guilt passes the brothers’. 

I will entreat him in my jealous rage. 

What am I saying ? Have I lost my senses ? 

Is Plufidra jealous, and will she implore 
Theseus for help ? My husband lives, and yet 
I bum. For whom ? Whose heart is this I claim 
As mine ? At every word I say, my hair 
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Stands up with horror. Guilt henceforth has pass’d 
All bounds. Hypocrisy and incest breathe 
At once thrc)^ all. My murderous hands ate ready 
To spill the blood of guileless innocence. 

Do I yet li’/c, wretcli that I am, and dare 
To face this holy Sun from whom I spring ? 

•My father’s sire was king of all the gods; 

My ancestors fill all the universe. 

Where can I hide ? In the dark realms of PJnt(.> ? 
But there my father holds the fatal urn ; 

His hand awards ^th’ irrevocable doom : 

Minos is judge of all tlic ghosts in hell. 

Ah ! how his awful shade will start and shiiddcM- 
When he shall see his daughter brought be lore him, 
• Forced to confess sins of such varied dye, 

Crimes it may be unknown to hell itself ! 

What wilt thou say, iny father, at a sight 
So dire? I think I see thee drop the urn, 

And, seeking some unheard-of punishment. 

Thyself bocoiuo iny executioner. 

Spare me ! A cruel goddess has destroy'd 
Thy race ; and in my madness recognize 
Her wrath. Alas ! My acliiug heart has r(‘a]>'d 
No fruit of pleasure from the frightful crime 
The shame of wdiich pursues me to the grave, 

And ends in torment life-long misery. 


1 (ENONE. 

Ah, Madam, pray dismiss a groundless dread: 
Look less severely on a venial error. 

You love. We cannot conquer destiny. 

You were drawn on as by a fatal charm. 

Is that a marvel without precedent 
Among ns ? Has love triumph’d over yon, 

And o’er none else ? Weakness is natural 
To Man. A mortal, to a mortal's lot 
Submit. You chafe against a yoke that othei-s 
Have long since borne. The dwellers in Olympus, 
The gods thcmcielves, who terrify with threats 
yhe sins of men, have bum’d with lawless fires. 
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PH^.DBA. 

What words are these I hear ? What counsfl this 
You dare to give me ? Will you to the end 
Pour poison in mine ears ? You have destroyH me. 
You brought me back when I should else have quitted 
The light of day, made mo forget my duty 
And see Hippolytus, till then avoided. 

What hast thou done ? Why did your wicked mouth 
With blackest lies slander his blameless life ? 

Perhaps youVo slain him, and the impiqus pray*r < 

Of an unfeeling father has been answer’d. 

No, not another word ! Go, hateful monster ; 

Away, and leave me to my piteous fate. 

May Heav’n with justice pay you your deserts ! 

And "may your punishment for ever be 
A terror to all those who would, like you, 

Nourish with artful wiles the weaknesses 
Of princes, push them to the brink of ruin 
To which their heart inclines, and smooth the path 
Of guilt. Such flatterers doth the wrath of Heav’n 
Bestow on kings as its most fatal gift. 

GSNONE (alone), 

0 gods ! to serve her what have I not done ? 

Tliis is the due reward that I have won. 


ACT V. 

Scene 1. 

Hippolytus, Aricia. 

ARtCIA. 

Can you keep silent in this mortal peril? 

Your father loves you. Will you leave him thus 
Deceived ? If in your cruel heart you scorn 
My tears, content to see me nevermore. 
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SCENE 1 .] 

Go, part froin:»poor Aricia; but at least, 

Going, secure the safety of your life. 

Defend your Bonour from a shameful stain. 

And force your father to recall his pray*ra. 

There yet is .>ime. Why out of mere caprice 
Leava the field free to Phaedra’s calumnies ? 
lyet liroseuB know the truth. 

HTPPOLYTTTS. 

, Could I say’more, 

Without exposing Bim to dire disgrace ? 

How should I venture, by revealing all, 

To make a father’s brow grow red with shame ? 
Jhe odious mystery to you alone 
Is known. My heart has been outpour’d to none 
Save you and Heav’n. 1 could not hide from you 
(Judge if I love you), all I fain would hide 
E’en from myself. But think under what seal 
I spoke. Forget my words, if that may be ; 

And never let so pure a mouth disclose 
This dreadful secret. Let us trust to Heav’u 
My vindication, for the gods are just ; 

For their own honour will they clear the guiltless ; 
Sooner or later punish’d for her crime, 

Fhtedra will not escape the shame she merits. 

I ask no other favour than your silence ; 

In all besides I give my wrath free scope. 

Make your escape from this captivity, 

Be bold to bear me company in flight ; 

Linger not here on this accursed soil. 

Where virtue breathes a pestilential air. 

To cover your departure take advantage 
Of this confusion, caused by my disgrace. 

The means of flight are ready, be assured ; 

You have as yet no other guards than mine. 
Pow’rful defenders will maintain our quarrel ; 
Argos spreads open arms, and Sparta calls us. 

Let us appeal for justice to our friends, 

Nor suffer FhGBdn)i, in a common ruin 
Joining us both, to hunt us from the throne, 
fi. s 
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And aggrandise her son by robbing us. , * 

Embrace this happy opportunity : ^ 

What fear restrains ? You seem to hesitate. 

Your interest alone prompts me to urge 
Boldness, When I am all on fire, how comei^dt 
That you arc ice ? Fear you to follow then 
A banish’d man ? 

ABICIA. 

Ah, dear to me would be 

Such exile ! With what joy, my fate to^ yours < 
United, could I live, by all the world 
Forgotten ! But not yet has that sweet tie 
Bound us together. Ilow then can I steal 
Away with you ? I know the strictest honour 
Forbids me not out of your father’s hands 
To free myself ; this is no parent’s home. 

And flight is lawful when one flies from tyrants. 

But you, Sir, love me ; and my virtue shrinks — 

HIPPOI YTirs, 

No, no, your reputation is to me 

As dear as to yourself. A nobler purpose 

Brings me to you. Fly from your foes, and follow 

A husband. Head’ll, that sends us these misfortunes. 

Sets free from human instruments the pledge 

Between us. Torches do not always light 

The face of Hymen. 

At the gates of Troezen, 

’Mid ancient tombs where princes of my race 
Lie buried, stands a temple ne’er approach’d 
By perjurers, where mortals dare not make 
False oaths, for instant punishment befalls 
The guilty. Falsehood knows no stronger check 
Than what is pre^sent there — the fear of death 
That cannot be avoided. Thither then 
We’ll go, if you consent, and swear to love 
For ever, take the guardian god to witness 
Our solemn vows, and his paternal care 
Entreat. I will invoke the name of all • 

The holiest Pow’rs ; chaste Dian, and the Queen 
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Of Heav’n, yftl all the gods who know my heart 
Will guaranty my sacred promises. 

ARICIA. 

The King (fraws near. Depart, — make no delay. 
JTo mask my flight, I linger yet one moment. 

Go you ; and leave with me some trusty guide. 
To lead my timid footsteps to your side. 


Scene 2. 

Theseus, Aricia., Ismene. 

THESEUS. 

Ye gods, throw light upon my troubled mind, 
Show me the truth which I am seeking here. 

ARiciA (jxeide to Ismene). 

Get ready, dear Ismene, for our flight. 


Scene 3. 

Theseus, Aricia. 

THESEUS. 

Your colour comes and goes, you seem confused, 
Madam ! What business had my son with you ? 

ARICTA. 

i3ire,*he was bidding me farewell for ever. 

THESEUS. 

Tour eyes, it seems, can tejme that stubborn pride ; 
JSnd the first sighs he breathes are paid to you. 
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ABICIA. 

X can’t deny the truth ; he has not, Sire, 

Inherited your hatred and injustice ; 

He did not treat me like a criminal. 

THESEUS. 

That is to say, he swore eternal love. 

Do not rely on that inconstant heart ; 

To others has he sworn as much before. 

r 

ABICIA. 

He, Sire ? 

THESEUS. 

You ought to check his roving taste 
How could you bear a partnership so vile ? 

ABICIA. 

And how can you endure that vilest slanders 
Should make a life so pure as black as pitch? 

Have you so little knowledge of his heart ? 

Do you so ill distinguish between guilt 
And innocence ? What mist before your eyes 
Blinds them to virtue so conspicuous ? 

Ah ! ’tis too much to let false tongues defame him 
Eepent ; call back your murderous wishes. Sire ; 
Fear, fear lest Heav’n in its severity 
Hate you enough to hear and grant your pray’rs. 
Oft in their wrath the gods accept our victims. 
And oftentimes chastise us with their gifts. 

THESEUS. 

No, vainly would you cover up his guilt 
Your love is blind to his depravity. 

But I liave witness irreproachable : 

Tears have I seen, true tears, that may be trusted. 

ABICIA. 

Take heed, my lord. Your hands invinctble 
Have rid ilie world of monsters numberless ; 
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But all are ndk destroy’d, one you have left 
Alive — ^Your Ion forbids me to say more. 
Knowing witl what respect he still regards you, 
I should toojmucli distress him if I dared 
Complete idy sentence. I will imitate 
His reverence, and, to keep silence, leave you. 


Scene 4. 

Theseus (alone). 

What is there in her mind? What meaning lurks 
J[n speech begun but to be broken short ? 

Wnnld both deceive me with a vain pretence ? 
Have they conspired to put me to the torture ? 
And yet, despite my stern severity. 

What plaintive voice cries deep within my lieart ? 
A secret pity troubles and abarms me, 

(Enone shall be questioned once again, 

I must have clearer light upon this crime. 

Guards, bid (Enone come, and come alone. 


Scene 5. 

, Theseus, Panope, 

PANOPE. 

I know not what the Queen intends to do, 

But from her agitation dread the worst. 

Fatal despair is painted on her features ; 

Death’s pallor is already in her face. 

(Enone, shamed and driven from her sight. 

Has past herself into the ocean depths. 

None knows what prompted her to deed so rash ; 
And now the waves hide her from us for ever. 


What say you ? 


THESEUS. 
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PANOPE. f 

Her sad fate seems to hava added 
Fresh trouble to the Queen’s tempestuous soKl. 
Sometimes, to soothe her secret pain, she clasps 
Her children close, and bathes them with her tears ; 
Then suddenly, the mother’s love forgotten. 

She thrusts them from her with a look of horror. 

She wanders to and fro with doubtful steps ; 

Her vacant eye no longer knows us. Thrice 
She wrote, and thrice did she, changing ]ier mind, « 
Destroy the letter ere ’twas well begun. 

Vouchsafe to see her, Sire : vouchsafe to help her. 

THESEUS. 

Heav’ns ! Is CBnone dead, and Phaedra bent 
On dying too ? Oli, call me back my son ! 

Let him defend himself, and I am ready 

To hear him. Be not hasty to bestow 

Thy fatal bounty, Neptune ; let my pray’rs 

Eather remain ever unheard. Too soon 

I lifted cruel hands, believing lips 

That may have lied ! Ah ! What despair may follow ! 


Scene 6. 

Theseus, Theramenes. 

THESEUS. 

Theramenes, is ’t thou ? Where is my son ? 

I gave him to thy charge from tenderest childhood. 
But whence these tears that overflow thine eyes ? 
How is it with my. son V 

THERAMENES. 

Concern too late ! 

Affection vain ! Hippolytus is dead. 


Gods ! 


THESEUS. 
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THERxVMENES. 

I haJb seen the flow’r of all mankind 
Cut off, EbTidA am bold to say that none 
Deserved it/ess. 


, THESEUS. 

Wliat ! My son dead ! Wlien I 
Was stretching out my arms to him, has TI(?av'n 
Hasten’d his end ? What was this sudden stroke ? 

• • 

THBRAMENES. 

Scarce had we pass’d out of the gales of Trojzcn, 

^ He silent in his chariot, and his guards, 

Downcast and silent too, around him ranged ; 

To the Mycenian road he turn’d his steeds, 

Then, lost in thought, allow’d the reins to lie 
Loose on their backs. His noble chargers, erst 
So full of ardour to obey his voice, 

With head depress’d and melancholy eye 
Seem’d now to mark his sadness and to share it. 

A frightful cry, that issues from the deep. 

With sudden discord rends the troubled air ; 

And from the bosom of the earth a groan 
Is heard in answer to that voice of terror. 

Our blood is frozen at our very hearts ; 

With bristling manes the list’niug steeds stand still. 
Meamwhile upon the watery plain there rises 
A mountain billow with a mighty crest 
Of foam, that shoreward rolls, and, as it breaks, 
Before our eyes vomits a furious monster. 

With formidable horns its brow is arm’d, 

And all its body clothed with yellow scales, 

In front a savage hull, behind a dragon 
Turning and twisting in impatient rag*e. 

Its^long continued bellowings make the shore 
Tremble *, the sky seems horror-struck to see it ; 

The eajrth with terror quakes ; its poisonous breath 
Infects the air. The wave that brought it ebbs 
In fear. All tfy, forgetful of the courage 
”That cannot aid, and in a neighbouring temple 
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Take refuge — all save bold Hippolytus. 

A hero’s worthy son, he stays his steeds, v 
Seizes his darts, and, rushing forward, hurlsl 
A missile with sure aim that wounds the monster 
Deep in the flank. With rage and pain it sprmgs 
E’en to the horses’ feet, and, roaring, falls, 

Writhes in the dust, and shows a fiery throat 
That covers them with flames, and blood, and smoke. 
Pear lends them wings ; deaf to his voice for once. 
And heedless of.the curb, they onward fly. 

Their master wastes his strength in eifofts vain ; * 

With foam and blood each courser’s bit is red. 

Some say a god, amid this wild disorder, 

Is seen with goads pricking their dusty flanks. 

O'er jagged rocks they rush urged on by terror ; 
Crash ! goes the axle-tree. Th’ intrepid youth 
Sees his car broken up, flying to pieces ; 

He falls himself entangled in the reins. 

Pardon my grief. That cruel spectacle 
Will be for me a source of endless tears. 

I saw thy hapless son, I saw him, Sire, 

Dragg’d by the horses that his hands had fed, 
Pow’rless to check their fierce career, his voice 
But adding to their fright, his body soon 
One mass of wounds. Our cries of anguish fill 
The plain. At last they slacken their swift pace. 
Then stop, not far from those old tombs that mark 
Where lie the ashes of his royal sires. 

Panting I thither run, and after me 
His guard, along the track stain’d with fresh blood 
That reddens all the rocks ; caught in the briers 
Locks of his hair hang dripping, gory spoils ! 

I come, I call him. Stretching forth his hand, 

He opes his dying eyes, soon closed again. 

“ The gods have robb’d me of a guiltless life,” 

I hear him say ; ** Take care of sad Aricia 
When I am dead. Dear friend, if e’er my father 
Mourn, undeceived, his son’s unhappy fate 
Falsely accused ; to give my spirit peace, 

Tell him to treat his captive tenderly, * 

And to restore — ” With that the hero's breath 
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Fails, alid a^angled corpse lies in my arms, 

A piteous object, trophy of the wrath 

Of Heav’n— Jbo changed, his father would not know him. 


THESEUS. • 

Alas, my son ! Dear hope for ever lost ! 

• The ruthless gods have served me but too well. 

For what a life of anguish and remorse 
Ami reserved ! 

THEBAMENES. 

*Aricia at that instant. 

Flying from you, comes timidly, to take him 
For husband, there, in presence of the gods. 

Thus drawing nigh, she sees the grass all red 
And reeking, sees (sad sight for lover’s eye !) 
Hippolytus stretch’d there, pale and disfigured. 

But, for a time doubtful of her misfortune. 
Unrecognized the hero she adores, 

She looks, and asks — “ Where is Hippolytus ? ” 
Only too sure at last that he lies there 
Before her, with sad eyes that silently 
Reproach the gods, she shudders, groans, and falls, 
Swooning and all but lifeless, at his feet. 

Ismene, all in tears, kneels down beside her, 

And calls her back to life — life that is naught 
But sense of pain. And 1, to whom this light 
Is darkness now, come to discharge the duty 
Thcf hero has imposed on me, to tell thee 
His last request — a melancholy task. 

But hither comes his mortal enemy. 


Scene 7. 

TheseuS} Ph^dba, Thebamenes, Panope, Guards. 

k 

THESEUS. 

Madam, you’ve triumph’d, and my son is kill’d ! 

Ah, but what I'oom have I for fear ! How justly 
Suspicion racks me that in blaming him 
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I err’d ! Bat he is dead ; accept your victim^ 
Eightly or wrongly slain, let your heart leap \ 
For joy. My eyes shall be for ever blind : I 
Since you accuse him, 1*11 believe him guilty. V 
His deafh affords me cause enough for tears, ^ 
Without a foolish search for further light 
Which, pow’rless to restore him to my grief. 
Might only serve to make me more unhappy. 

Far from this shore and far from you I’ll fly, 

For here the image of my mangled son 
Would haunt my memory and drive me mad. 
From the whole world I fain would banish me. 
For all the world seems to rise up in judgment 
Against me ; and my very glory weights 
My punishment ; for, were my name less known, 
’Twere easier to hide me. All the favours 
The gods have granted me I mourn and hate. 
Nor will I importune them with vain pray’rs 
Henceforth for ever. G-ive me what they may, 
What they have taken will all else outweigh. 

PH/EDKA. 

Theseus, I cannot hear you and keep silence : 

I must repair the wrong chat he has suffer’d — 
Your son was innocent 


THESEUS. 

Unhappy father ! 

And it was on your word that I condemn’d him I 
Think you such cruelty can be excused — 

PHJEDBA. 

Moments to me are precious ; hear me, Theseus. 
’Twas I who cast an eye of lawless passion 
On chaste and dutiful Hippolytus. 

Heav’n in my bosom kindled baleful fire, 

And vile (Enone’s cunning did the rest. 

She fear’d Hippolytus, knowing my madness, 

Would make that passion known which he regarded 
With horror ; so advantage of my weakness 
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She took, anl| nasten d to accuse him first. 

For that she pas been punish’d, tho’ too mildly; 
Seeking to s/un my -wrath she cast herself 
Beneath th^/waves. The sword ere now had cut 
My thread/)f life, but slander’d innocence 
Made its cry heard, aud I resolved to die 

* In a more lingering way, confessing first 
My penitence to you. A poison, brought 
To Athens by Medea, runs thro’ my veins. 

Already in my heart the venom works, , 
Infusihg there a itrange and fatal chill ; 

Already as thro* thickening mists I see 

The spouse to whom my presence is an outrage ; 
Death, from mine eyes veiling the light of heav’n, 

• Restores its purity that they defiled. 


PANOPE. 

She dies, my lord ! 

THESEUS. 

Would that the memory 
Of her disgraceful deed could perish with her! 
Ah, disabused too late I Come, let us go, 

And with the blood of mine unhappy son 
Mingle our tears, clasping his dear remains, 

In deep repentance for a pray’r detested. 

Let him be honour’d as he well deserves ; 

And, to appease his sore offendeil ghost, 

Be fier near kinsmen’s guilt wliate’er it may, 
Aricia shall be held my daughter from to-day. 




ESTHER. 

A TRAGEDY FOUNDED ON HOLY SiCRIPTURB. 




INTRODUCTION TO ESTHER. 

E STHER4“tlie first of Racine^s two sacred dramas-r-is 
a tragedy in the Aristotelian acceptation of the term, 
as being cjncemed with a great and noble action, and 
calculated to excite generous pity and fear, though the 
denouement is a happy one for the heroine and her com- 
patriots. It was composed by Racine when he was in his 
fiftieth year, and acted at the Maison de Saint Cyr in 1689 
(see biographical notice, p. xv). The incidents are in 
strict accordance with the Biblical nairative, but our poet 
was (\bliged to invent the character of Elizabeth in order 
to furnish Esthef with the confidante deemed so indispen- 
sable in the French drama of the period, while Hydaspes 
is made to perform a similar office for Hainan. The ful- 
some prologue does not enhance our respect for the too 
courtly bard, who (speaking in the name of Piety !) extols 
bigotry, and singles out for special commendation the 
capital blunder which Louis XIV. had recently committed 
(1685) in the revocation of the Edict of Nantes. He praises 
the Dauphin for virtues which were only too conspicuous in 
him by their absence. His flattery is indirectly extended 
to Madame de Maintenon in the opening lines of his play, 
the terms in which allusion is made to Vashti^s disgrace 
being such as to recall the circumstances under which the 
former had supplanted Madame de Montespan in the king’s 
favour ; and the choral odes abound in delicate compli- 
ments to the distinguished patroness of the Maison de 
Saint Cyr. 

Racine rejects the testimony of Herodotus to the purely 
monotheistic nature of the Persian religion. In this he 
has some ground of justification ; but in rejiresenting the 
Persians as idolaters he is certainly wrong, and probably 
mistaken also in identifying Ahasuerus with Darius, son of 
Hystaspes. In “ Esther ” Racine for the first time intro- 
duces a Ohoiiis, as in the ancient Greek drama, whose 
songs set Jto music by Moreau gratefully relieved the 
meoiotony of the somewhat stilted dialogue. The unity of 
place is, moreover, observed less rigidly than usual, a 
change of scene (though still within the limits of the royal 
palace) accompanying the rise of the curtain for each of 
the three Acts. 



CHARACTERS. 

Ahasuerus, King of Persia. 

Kstiikr, Queen of Persia., 

Mordbcai^ Esthers Uncle. 

Haman, Favourite of Ahasuerus. 

Zeresu, HammCs Wife. 

IIydaspes, Chamberlain of the Inner Palace. 
Asaph, another of the King’s Officers, 
Elizabeth, Confidential Friend of Esther. 
Tamar, a Jewess^ one of Esthetes Attendants. 
Guards of Kina Aha>suerus. 

Chorus Young Jewish Maidens. 


The scene is laid at Shuslian, in the King’s Palace 
The Prologue is spoken by Piety. 



PROLOGUE. 


Piety. 

Prom the Divine Creator’s blest abode 
I to this dwelling-place of Grace descend ‘ 

Which Innocence, •my constant comrade, hannts> 
And finds no surer refuge ’neath the skies. 

Here, far from tumult, by my hand is form’d 
In holiest offices a rising race ; 

'l nnnrish in their hearts the fruitful seed 
Of virtues that may sanctify the world. 

A King, my guardian, a victorious King, 

Has trusted to my care th’s precious charge. 

’Tis he has gather’d here these timid doves, 

Else widely scatter’d, without help or guides : 
Raising this palace at his gates for them. 

He bids them find peace and abundance here. 

Great God, forget not Thou this pious work ! 

Let all the care he for Thy glory takes 
Be graven by Thy hand within the book 
Where the predestined names of kings beloved 
Of Heav’n are written ! Ever dost Thou hear me ; 
Am Dnot Piety, Thy daughter dear, 

Whose voice Thou knowest ? And this king’s wiirin 
I bear, and from the altar of Thy love 
Kindle his heart. The fervent zeal that burns 
His soul with a consuming fire for Thee 
Is spread from east to west. Thou seest him 
Daily before Thee bow his crowned head^ 

In worship, ai>d, by his august example, 
Confc^unding pride, adore Thy sacred threshold. 

Of all earth’s monarchs he alone maintains 
lliy quarrel, and, inspired with holy ardour. 

Fights for Thine Jlionour. Jealousy and greed 
Conspire against Thee, for foul heresy 

‘ll. T 
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Coutending ; discord rages everywhere ; \ 

All, as it seems, forsake Thy holy standards, ^ 

And hell, with dismal damps enshrouding all. 

Has cast its darkness over saintliest eyes. 

He only, grounded upon faitli unchanging. 

With ready eye and ear seeks naught but Thee, 

And, vanquishing the fiend’s vain subtlety, 

Sustains the entire fabric of religion. 

Judge Thine own cause, great G-od, make bare to-day 
Thine arm, that jelf-samo ann which fought for him, 
When the Ithine saw so many times dispersed 
The armies of the nations that had sworn 
To crush him. Those same foes, in proud defiance. 
Come to meet shipwreck on the rock before 
Found fatal. Everywhere firm barriers burst, 

Forth from their ruin’d forts tln^y swarm across 
His borders. Thou hast given him a son 
Ready to fight, to aid, obey, command ; 
xV son whoTn, like himself. Conquest attends ; 

His highest aim to gain his father’s heart ; 

A son whose love submits to all his wishes. 

The terror and despair of all his foes ; 

Worthy to rank witli those heroic souls 
Thy Justice sends. The King says, Go : he springs 
Forward with joy, his vengeance falls like lightning, 
And he returns calmly to lay the spoils 
Down at his feet. 

But while a mighty Monarch 
Thus rights my wrongs, you who here taste delights 
So pure, if he permits a moment’s rest 
To his brave heart, call to your blameless pastime 
This hero ; Esther’s glorious history 
Enact, and impious wiles by faith subdued. 

And ye for whom wild passions have a charm 
handled by fictions frivolous and vain, ^ 

Who love profane and pagan spectacles. 

Whose ears are not attuned to solemn words, 

The sacred joys I bring are not for you ; 

Fly, for all here breathes God, and peace, ,and truth. 



ESTHER. 

■ 

A TEAGEDY FOUNDED ON HOLY SCRIPTUKE. 
ACT 1. 

Scene — Esther’s chamber. 

Scene 1. 

Esther, Elizabeth. 

ESTHER, 

Is *t thou, Elizabeth ? Thrice happy day ! 

BlessM be Ileav’n that to my pray’rs restores 
The friend of earliest years, like me a daughter 
Of Benjamin, who, gall’d by the same yoke 
Of dije oppression, mourn’d with me the woes 
Of captured Zion. Ah, how memory dwells 
Still fondly on the visions of the past ! 

But thou, tliine Esther’s glory dost thou know ? 

Six months and more has search for thee been made ; 
What clime, what desert so remote could hide thee ? 

ELIZABETH. 

Stricken witli grief at rumours of thy death, 

I lived a life apart from all mankind, 

And waited only for that life of sadness 
To end, when suddenly a prophet spake : 

“ Too long hast fliou bewail’d the loss of one 
Who yet survives. Rise, take thy way to Sliushan ; 

There shalt thou see the object of thy tears 
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Seated in pomp and honour on a throne. 

Zion/’ said he, “ comfort thy timid tribes ; 

The day draws nigh when the Lord Qod of hosts 
Shall make the might of His strong arm appear. 

For He has heard His people’s cry for help.” r 
He spake : and I, with joy and wonder moved, 

Set o£E in haste, found entmnce to this jmlace, 

And see a spectacle that fills mine eyes 

With admiration, worthy of the arm 

'I’hat saved our fathers ! Proud Ahasueriis 

His captive crowns, and falls before the feet 

Of a fair Jewess ! By what secret springs 

Has Heav’n accomplish’d this unhoped for triumph ? 

ESTHER. 

Thou may’st have heard the well-known story told 
Of haughty Vashti’s fall, whose place I fill ; 

When Persia’s king, inflamed with sore displeasure, 
Banish’d the queen both from his throne and bed, 
But could not drive her from his thoughts so soon ; 
Long Vashti reign’d in his offended soul. 

Then must there search be made thro* all his realms 
For some new object tliat might wean him from her. 
From Ind to Hellespont his slaves went forth ; 
Daughters of Egypt show’d themselves at Shushan ; 
K’en the wild Scythian and the Parthian sent 
’Llieir maidens to contend for beauty’s prize, 

I’he sceptre. I was being then brought up 
In secret under the wise, watchful eyes 
< )f Mordecai, to whom I owe so much. 

\V^hen by the stroke of death I lost my parents, 

'lo me, his brother’s offspring, he supplied 
The place of fathec and of mother too. 

The Jews were then sore vexed night and day j 
He drew me out of my obscurity. 

And, their deliverance to my feeble hands 
Confiding, he possess’d me with the hope 
Of empire. Trembling I obey'd his will: 

Hither I came, but hid my race and counlry« 

Who could recount the jealousies aUd plots 



SCENE 1 .] E8THEB. 

Hatch’d by the multitude of rivals here 
Who all, disputing for so high a favour. 

Waited their sentence at the monarch’s eyes ? 

Each had supporters, each a pow’rful faction ; 

One boas1|^ the advantages of birth ; 

Another borrow’d help from skilful hands 
To deck herself in robes magnificent ; 

But I placed all my trust in Heav’n’s support, 

My only art the sacrifice of tears. 

At last to me the summons of the Kii^ 

Came? and before his presence I appear’d. 

God holds the hearts of monarchs in His hands ; 

He brings prosperity to guileless souls, 

While in their schemes of pride the wicked fall 
Entrapp’d. My feeble charms appear’d to move 
The King : in thoughtful silence long he gazed ; 

And Heav’n, that turn’d the balance in my favour, 
Work’d doubtless on his heart the while. At length, 
With eyes wherein a look of kindness reign’d, 

“Be thou my Queen,” he said, and therewitlial 
With his own hand upon my brow he placed 
His diadem. Then he, to show his joy, 

Loaded the great ones of his court with gifts ; 

And throughout all his realms his bounty bade 
His subjects to the royal marriage feast. 

During those days of jocund mirth, alas, 

What secret shame and grief within me bum’d ! 
Esther, said I, Esther is clad in robes 
Of state, and half the world ol)eys her sceptre, 

While the grass grows over the walls of Salem ; 

Zion, the haunt of unclean reptiles, sees 
Her holy temple scatter’d heaps of stones, 

And ceased the festivals of Israel’s God ! 

ELIZABETH, * 

Hagt thou tot told thy sorrow to the King ? 

ESTHER. 

Until this day he knows not who I am ; 

He by whom ifnder Heav’n my fate is ruled 
forbids me yet this secret to reveal. 
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ELIZABETH. 

Is Mordecai allow’d an entrance here ? 

^ ESTHER. 

Ilis love for me sharpens his wit ; tho’ absent 

1 ask his counsel, and his wise replies 

Find countless ways and means to reach mine cars ; 

No father for the welfare of his child 

Has more concern. Already warn’d in secret 

.By him, I to the*king made known a pl(^); 

Form’d by two household slaves against his life. 
Meanwhile my warm attachment to our tribe 
Has fill’d this palace witli young maids of Zion, 
Fair, tender flowers beaten by the storms 
Of life, transplanted to an alien clime 
With me. Apart from witnesses profane, 

I make their training my chief Ccire and study, 

And, hither flying from the flattering court. 

Sick of vain pomp, retired within myself, 

I come to kneel l)efore Jehovah’s feet. 

And taste the bliss of self-forgetfulness. 

But from the Persians I conceal their race. 

Now must I call them. Come, my children, come, 
Erst my companions in captivity, 

The patriarch Jacob’s young posterity. 


Scene 2. 

Esther, Elizabeth, Chorus. 

A JEWISH MAIDEN {singing behind the stage). 
Sister, whose invitation greets our ear ? * 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

Those pleasing accents well I know : 

It is the Queen. 
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BOTH MAIDENS. 

My sisters, let us go. 

It is the Queen we hear. 

She calls us ; let us hasten and draw near. ^ 

ALL THE CHORUS {entering from different directions). 

It is the Queen we hear. 

She calls us : let us hasten and draw near. 

ELIZABETH. , 

What an array (ft innocence and heauty 
Before mine eyes gather from every side ! 

What modesty and grace each countenance 
Adorn ! All hail, hope of a holy stock ! 

May your pure asjiirations mount to Heav’n 
Like the sweet smoke of incense! May our God 
Begard you with a look of loving kindness I 

ESTHER. 

My children, sing one of those sacred songs 
Wherewith so oft, mingling your tears with mine, 

Ye have lamented Zion’s misery. 

A JEWISH MAIDEN {alouc). 

Where is the light that over Salem shone. 

The glory that the world admired of yore ? 

Xhou art but dust, that splendour nothing more 
Than a sad memory of brightness gone. 

Zion, exalted once to heaven’s height, 

But now brought down to the abyss of hell. 

May dumbness my ingratitude requite. 

If in my songs I e’er forget to tell. 

Till my last breath, what sorrows thee befell ? 

• ALL THE CHORUS, 

Ye banks of Jordan 1 Plains beloved of Heav’n ! 

Each fertile valley and each holy hill. 

To which God’s countless wonders fame have giv’n ! 

From our dear fatherland sad exiles still, 

• This time of trouble shall we ne’er fulfil ? 
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^ A JEWISH MAIDEN (alo7ie). 

When, Zion, shsJl I see thy ramparts raised. 

Thy lofty tow’rs rebuilt in all their pride ? 

By festal throngs pressing from every side ^ 
When shall 1 hear the God of Israel praised ? 

, ALL THE CHORUS. 

Ye banks of Jordan ! Plains beloved of Heav’n ? 

Each fertile valley and each holy hill. 

To which God’s countless wonders fame have giv’n ! 
From our dear fatherland sad exiles still, 

This time of trouble shall we ne’er fulfil ? 


Scene 3. 

Esther, Mordecai, Elizabeth, the Chorus. 

ESTHER. 

Who dares these sacred precincts to invade ? 

Is ’t thou, my father ? See I Mordecai ? 

Has then an angel of the Lord outspread 
His holy wing to hide thee while he guided 
Thy footsteps hither ? But whence comes that air 
Of gloom, that robe of sackcloth, and those ashes 
Cast on thine head ? What news ? ^ 

MORDECAI. 

Unhappy Queen ! 

O guiltless people, to a barbarous fate 

Condemn'd ! Read — read the hateful, cruel sentence-^ 

We all are lost ! and Israel’s race is run ! 

ESTHER. « 

Just Heav’n 1 My blood is frozen in my veins. 

MORDECAI. 

The name of Jew is to be blotted out. 

To bloody Haman are we all betray’d ; 
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The swords *the knives already are prepared, » 

And the whole nation meets one common doom. 
Haman, vile Haman, the Amalckite, 

Arms all his influence for this fatal blow, 

Tlie Kingi believes him, and has sign'd this edict. 
Biass’d against us by those lying lips, 

He thinks that Nature’s very self abhors us. 

His orders have been giv’n ; in all his States 
The fatal day is fix’d for our destruction. 

Heavens, will ye look on this atrocious slaughter ? 

The sword will pity neither sex nor age ; 

All will be prey for tigers and for vultures. 

In ten days hence this dreadful day arrives. 

ESTHER. 

O God, to Whom these deadly plots are known, 

Wilt Thou forsake the remnant of thy people ? 

ONE OF THE YOUNGEST OF THE JEWISH MAIDENS. 

Who will defend us, if Thou fight not for us ? 

MOBDECAI. 

Leave tears, my Esther, to these tender babes. 

The only hope of thine unhappy kinsmen 

Bests upon thee. Help them ; but time is pn'cious. 

It flies, and soon will bring the destined day 
For IsraeFs name to be wiped out for ever. 

Fired with the ardour of God’s holy proidiets, 

Go, boldly tell thy lineage to the King. 

ESTHER 

Alas 1 Dost thou not know what law^ severe 
Guard the Ring's privacy from all intruders ? 

In^he seclusion of the inner palace 
None may behold his awful majesty ; 

’Tis death, without his summons, to presume 
To show oneself before the royal presence, 

Unless the King that instant should extend 
•His sceptre to be kiss’d, as sign of pardon. 
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This fatal law affects all ranks alike, *■ 

In either sex the crime is still the same. 

Entitled as 1 am to share his throne, 

Herein I am a subject like another ; 

And I Inust wait, if I would speak with him, , 

Until he seeks me, or else bids me come. 

MORDECAI. 

What ! When thou see’st thy country perishing, 

Dost thou set store, my daughter, by thy^life ? 

God speaks, and dost thou fear a mortal's wrath ? 

Nay, Esther. Canst thou count thy life thine own ? 
Belongs it not to those from whom thy blood 
Derived its source ? Belongs it not to God 
Who gave it ? When He led thee to the throne. 

Who knows if it was not to save His people ? 

Ponder it well : God has not chosen thee 
To win vain admiration from the gaze 
Of heathen eyes, to charm the tribes of Asia : 

For nobler ends doth He reserve His saints. 

Self-sacrifice for Him and for His flock 
Is the true portion of a child of God. 

To risk thy life for His name's sake is bliss 
Supreme. Not that His arm needs our support ; 

Earth’s mightiest kings cannot withstand His j^ow'r, 

’T were vain for them to league themselves against Him ; 
If He but show Himself their strength dissolves ; t 
He speaks and they return to dust. The sea 
Itetreats before His voice, the heavens tremble ; 

He looks upon the universe as nothing ; 

And feeble mortals, playthings of an hour, 

Are all as though they were not in His sight. 

If He has suffer'd Haman’s wickedness, 

’Tis only, be assured, to prove thy zeal. 

'Tis He who, stirring me to this bold step, 

Dear Esther, has vouchsafed to march before me : 

And if His voice must strike thine ear in vain, 

We shall behold His wonders none the less. 

He can confound this Haman, He can burst 
Our chains asunder by the weakest hand 
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The world coutains. "But, shoiild’st thou spurn His grace. 
It may be tfiou wilt perish with thy race. • 

ESTHER. 

Go, and let all the Jews that dwell at Shushan, 

In earnest supplication night and day, 

Unite with thee to lend me all the help 
That prayer affords, and beep a three days’ fast 
Severe. Already has dark night descended : 

To-morrow when the sun shall bring back day. 

Content to meet my death if die I must,* 

I will go forth, and for my country offer 
Myself. Let all retire. 

{The Chorus withdraws to the hack of the stage.) 


Scene 4. 

Esther, Elizabeth, the Chorus. 

ESTHER. 

O God my King, 

Behold me trembling and alone before Thee ! 

How oft my father in my childhood taught me 
That Thou didst swear a covenant with us 
When, to prepare a people for Thyself, 

It pleased Thee in Thy love to choose our fathers : 
Yea, •Thine own holy mouth did promise them 
Posterity that should endure for ever. 

Alas I This people has despised Thy law ; 

The nation of Thy choice has been unfaithful ; 

She has cast off her Husband and her Father, 

To pay adulterous vows to other gods ; 

And now she stoops beneath the stranger’s yoke. 

But to be slaves is not enough, our lives 

Are threaten’d ; our proud conquerors mock our tears. 

To their own gods ascribe their victories, 

And with one mortal blow would fain to-day 
Destroy Thy name. Thy people, and Thy worship. 
Shall then a traitor, after all Thy deeds 
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Of wondrous might, make void Thy covenant, 

Rob all mankind of Thy most precious gift, 

The Holy One, long promised, long expected ? 

No, no, forbid the Oen tiles in their fury. 

Drunk with our blood, to shut the only mouths 
Which hymn Thy praises throughout all the world ; 
Confound their gods that are no gods at all. 

And as for me whom Thou hast placed among 
These infidels, Thou knowcst how I hate 
Their sinful feasts, and count as profanations 
Their table, and their offerings, and rites^; 

This very pomp to which I am condemn’d, 

This diadem, that I am forced to wear 
On days of high solemnity and pride, 

I trample under foot when all alone, 

To these vain gauds preferring dust and ashes. 

And take no pleasure but in tears like these. 

I have been waiting Thine appointed time 
To venture boldly in Thy people’s cause. 

The hour is come ; and I, with prompt submission, 
Will brave the di*eadful presence of the King. 

’Tis in Thy name I go ; guide Thou my steps 
Before this lion herco that knows Thee not; 
Command his wrath to sleep at sight of me. 

And lend me gracious words to charm his ear. 

The winds and tempests of the skies obey Thee ; 
Turn Thou his rage against our enemies. 


Scene 5. 

The Chorus. 

(All this scene is sung,) 

A JEWISH MAIDEN (olone). 

Faithful companions, to pur tears and sighs 
Let us give vent, nor cease to sob and moan ; 
While tow*rd those holy hiUs we raise our eyes 
Whence innocence can look for help alone. 

What terrors round us rise ! 
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Weep, Isracf, weep thy total overthrow, • 
Ne’er was there known so just a cause for woe 
As ours beneath the skies. 

' ALU THE CHOBUS. 

What terrors round us rise ! 

ANOTHER MAIDEN . 

Was’t not enough the hateful conqueror's hand 
Should have destroy’d inajestio Zion’s charms, 
And led her children captive from their land ? 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

O terrible alarms ! 

THE SAME MAIDEN. 

Like feeble sheep ’mid ravening wolves we stand, 
Our sighs to Heaven are our only arms. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

O terrible alarms ! 

ONE MAIDEN. 

Let me cast off these ornaments, and tear 
The veil that decks my head. 

% 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

Sackcloth and ashes let us rather wear, 

Meet for the banquet dread 
By impious Haman spread. 

ALL THE CHORUS.* 

Let us oast bff these ornaments, and tear 

The veil that decks each head. 

ONE MAIDEN. 

On every side terror and bloodshed reign. 

The agM and the young alike are slain. 



286 


BACINE*8 WORKS. 


[act I. 


Tlie sister and the brother, 

The daughter with the mother. 

The dying father clasps his son in vain ! 

What scatter’d heaps of mangled corpses lie '• 
Unbiiried on the ground ! 

While leopards prowl around, 

And make Thy saints their food, great God on high ! . 

ONE OF THE YOUNGE.^T MAIDENS. 

Alas ! What have I done ? 

Can one so young deserve a fate so dire ? 

Scarce has the promise of my life hogiin 
To open, ere it falls, doom’d to expire 

Like blossom that ne’er sees a secttid sun 
Alas ! What have I done ? 

Can one so young deserve a fate so dire ? 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

Unhappy victims we of others’ crimes, 

What boots it our sad fortune to deplore ? 

Our fathers sinn’d, our fathers are no more / 

We bear the vengeance due to earlier times. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

The Lord of hoses Whom we adore 
Will ne’er let righteous blood be spilt. 

Confounding innocence with guilt. 

ONE MAIDEN. 

Let not the heathen say 
Where then is Israel’s God ? Let Him display 
His boasted pow’r to-day ! 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

This jealous God, this God of matchless might, 

(Quake, nations of the world !) 

This jealous God, this God of matchless might 
Alone commands the depth, commands the height, 

By Him heav’n’s bolts are hurl’d ; 

No other god can make the darkness bright. 
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ANOTHER, ' 

He overthrows the mighty in their pride ; 

ANOTHER. 

Places the^eek and humble at His side. 

ALL THE CHORTTS. 

The Lord of Hosts Whom we ador<" 

Will ne’er let righteous blood be spilt. 

Confounding innocence and guilt. 

TWO MAIDENS. 

O God, Whom glory hovers o’er, 

Who art in robes of light array’d, 

Who ridest where wild teiniHjsts roar. 

On cherub’s wings as on Thy throne convey’d : 

TWO OTHER OF THE YOUNGEST MAIDLNS. 

Thou Who art pleased that simple babes should laise 
With angel hosts their voices in Thy praise : 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

See Thou what perils round us rise : 

Give honour to Thy name, we pray. 

Nor let Thy glory pass away 
To foreign gods whom yre despise. 

ONE MAIDEN. 

Arm Thyself, Lord, Thy people to defend ; 

And, as the sea saw Thee of old, descend. 

That wicked men may be inclined 
To fear Thy wrath. 

Let them be, like the dust befort3 the wind. 
Swept from Thy path ! 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

See Thou what perils round us rise : 

Give honour Thy name, we pray, 

Nor let Thy glory pass away 
To foreign gods whom we despise. 
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ACT n. 

^ Scene — The throne room of Ahasuerus.^ 
Scene 1. 

Haman, Hydaspes. 

HAM AN. 

What ! When the light of day scarce *gins to dawn, 
Dost thou dare bring me to this hall of terrors ? 

HYDASPES. 

Thou knowest that my faithfulness is trusted ; 

These doors are shut and open’d at my bidding. 

Mine only. Come. Elsewhere we may be heard. 

HAM AN. 

What is this secret then that fchou would’st tell me ? 

HYDASPES. 

Honour’d, my lord, by thee with countless favours, 

I ever bear in mind that I have sworn 
To show thee without falsehood or disguise 
Whatever mysteries this palace holds. 

A melancholy cloud inwraps the King : 

This very night a frightful dream disturb’d him. 
While all around was hush’d in peaceful silence, 

His voice was heard in cries of agony. 

I ran, and found him with disorder’d speech 
Complaining of a peril nigh at hand, 

A secret foe, a daring raviaher | 

Ay, and the name of Esther pass’d his lips. 

In horrors such as these he spent the night. 

But tired at last of trying to recall 
A vanish’d dream, its phantoms to dispel, 

He bade those annals to be brought, wherein 
The records of his reign, with care collected. 
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Are written omt each day by faithful hands ; 

Each service render’d, each offence is there * 
Inscribed for gratitude or punishment. 

I left the King reclining on his couch 
More calm,^and listening with attentive ear. 

* HAMAN. 

What portion of his life did he select ? 

HYDASPES. 

He is reviewing all those glorious times 
Since, by the choice of fate, Ahasuerus 

Was call’d to sit upon the throne of Cyrus. 

• 

HAM AN. 

Has then this dream escaped his memory ? 

HYDASPES. 

From all Chaldaea’s most renown’d diviners 
Those have been gather’d who can best int^eq^ret 
Dark messages from Heav’n in doubtful dreams — 
But why these signs of sudden agitation ? 

What have I said to cause thee such dismay ? 

Has happy Haman then some secret care ? 

• HAMAN. 

How canst thou ask, knowing how I am placed ? 
Fear’d, hated, envied, oftentimes more wretched 
Than any victim of my utmost vengeance ! 

HYDASPES. 

On whom ha^ Heaven ever look’d more kindly ? 
Thou«Beest the whole world prostrate before thee. 

HAMAN. 

Not all the world ! Each day there is a man, 

A jwrorthless slave, who dares defy and sconi me. 

II. TJ 
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« HYDA8PEB. 

Who is this enemy of King and country ? 

HAMAN. 

( 

Say, dost thou know the name of Mordecai ? 

HYDASPES. 

What ? That vale leader of an impious race ? 

HAMAN. 

Ay, he forsooth. ‘ 

HYDASPES. 

And can so weak a foe 
Disturb the peace of one so far above him ? 

HAMAN. 

The saucy fellow ne’er bows down before me. 

In vain on bended knees all own the marks 
Of favour that the mightiest of kings 
Awards me. When no Persian dares to lift 
His forehead bent to earth in sacred homage, 

He, proudly seated, never moves his head, 
Brands due obeisance as impiety. 

Confronts me with seditious looks nor deigns 
So much at least as to cast down his eyes ! 
Moreover, he besets the palace gate : 

Whatever be the hour I leave or enter, 

His hateful countenance offends and haunts me. 
Ay, in my restless sleep I see him still. 

This morning, though 1 had forestaird the dawn* 
1 found him cover’d o'er with dust and ashes, 

His raiment rent, cheek pale ; but in his eye 
Gleam'd the same proud defiance as before. 

My friend, whence comes this daring insolence ? 
Thou knowest all that passes in the palace ; 

Tell me, is any voice here raised for him ? 

What is the broken reed on which he leans ? 
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HYDASPES. 

My lord, you know his timely information 
Exposed the murderous plot that Teresli plamiM. 
The grateful King then promised to reward him, 
But since ftiat time seems to have thought of it 
mNo more. 


HAM AN. 

With thee I will throw off disguise. 

I have improved th* injustice of my lot : • 

Brought as a slavd to Persia when a child, 

I rule the empire now where I was sold ; 

My riches yield not to the wealth of kings, 

^Children surround me to maintain my now’r. 

T only lack the royal diadem. 

And yet (how blind are mortals to tlieir boons !) 

The passing sweetness of this heap of honours 
Makes but a light impression on my heart ; 

This Jew who sits before the j)alace gates 
Plunges a thousand daggers in my breast. 

And all my grandeur is to me insipid 
So long as shines the sun upon this wi'olch. 

HYDASPES. 

Ten days, and he will vex thy sight no mor(^ : 

He and his race are promised to the vultures. 

HAMAN. 

Ah, but the time is long to my impatience' ! 

’Tis he, I will not hide from thee my vengtnince, 

'Tis he who, scorning to bow down before me, 

Has brought them all under my arm to blast them. 

A single victim is for me too little ; • 

Revenge, if ft^bly wreak’d, tempts fresh transgression, 
A ma|i like Haman, when his wrath is roused, 

In his just fury cannot leap too far. 

There must be chastisement at whicli the world 
Will tremble whgn it weighs the punishment 
With the offence. Be a whole nation drown’d 
In'blood, and be it said in times to come : — 
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There waa a shameless people once, the Je^s, 
Spread over all the earth, its face they cover’d ; 
One of them dared to draw upon himself 
The wrath of Hainan, — and his nation perish’d. 

z. 

HYDASPES. 

It is not then the blood of Amalek. 

That secretly incites thee to destroy them ? 

IIAMAN. 

Spriinf^ as I fim from that unhappy stock. 

Eternal hatred L might well have felt 
Eor those who slaughter’d the Amalekites ; 

E’en to their flocks and herds no living thing 
Was spared, and hardly did a wretched remnant 
PI scape the sword. But mine own exaltation 
Plngrosses every faculty I have. 

And little room is left for claims of blood . 

I need no further motive than th’ offence 
Of Mordecai. Against them then I stirr’d 
The King, inventing falsehoods, barbing slanders. 
Alarm’d him for his honour, for his life. 

I show’d them rich and pow’rful, and seditious ; 
Their God Himself the foe of other gods. 

“ How long shall such a people be allow’d 
To breathe, and with their impious worship taint 
Thy realms ? A foreign race, to Persia’s laws 
Opposed, they live a life apart from aJl, 

They study only to disturb our peace. 

Hated by all men, all mankind they hate. 

Crush them before their insolence has reach’d 
Its ripeness ; fill thy coffers with their spoils.” 

I spake and was believed. The King’s own seal 
Of pow’r supreme was straightway to my hai^d 
Committed. “ Go,” said he, “ secure my peace. 
Destroy those wretches ; take the spoil thyself.” 
Thus the whole nation was condemn’d at once : 

I witli the King settled the day of slaughjer. 

But my heart thirsts after this caitiff’s blood, 
And that his death should be delay’d is torture. 
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A secret troitl)le poisons all my joy. ^ 

Why must I see the Jew for ten days more ? 

HYDASPES. 

And cansi^thou not destroy him witli a word ? 

Speak, and the King will leave him in thy hands. 

HAMAN. 

I watch to seize a favourable moment. 

Both t^iou and I know how the royal will* 

Is stubborn, and how oft in sudden transports 
It breaks the springs of all our strategy. 

But I torment me with fantastic fears : • 

What is the life of Mordecai to him ! 

HYDASPES. 

Why linger, then ? Hence ! quickly give command 
To raise the shameful instrument of death. 

HAMAN. 

I hear a sound. I go. Should the King call me, 

Do thou — 

HYDASPES. 

Enough. 


Scene 2. 

Ahasubeus, Hydaspbs, Asaph, Koyal Attendants. 

AHA8UEEUS. 

So then, without ijiis warning. 

Two traitors would have slain me in my bed ? 

Let ^saph slay, and all the rest withdraw. 
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Scene 3. 

Ahasubrus, Asaph. 

AHASUERUS {seated on his throne). 

1 must confess 1 almost had forgotten 

The murderous scheme plann’d by this pair of traitors ; 

A nd I have twice grown pale at a recital 

That leaves its stamp of terror on my heart. • 

I see how punishment on guilt attended, 

So that the miscreants breathed their last in torments. 
Ilut he, my zealous subject, whose keen eye 
Traced the dark thread of their nefarious plot. 

Who show’d me hands already raised to strike, 

And by whose means Persia was saved with me, — 

Has he been honour’d, or received reward 
For faithful service ? 


I know no more. 


ASAPH. 

He was promised much : 


AHASUERUS. 

0 culyjable neglect ! 

Inevitable consequence of cares 

Pressing upon a Prince like boisterous waves, 

In quick succession to new objects ever • 

Drawing his thoughts. The past is swallow’d up 

Like lightning’s flash. What with the clamorous present, 

Fears for the future, every hour a crowd 

Of eager suitors vaunting their deserts 

With selfish aims, he finds no faithful friend 

To guard his Prince’s honour from reproach, 

Or to remind him of forgotten merit ; , 

While all are eager to point out fit objects . 

For punishment. Ah, rather let a wrong 
’Scape vengeance, than a benefit so rare 
Go unrewarded ! For he risk’d his life , 

To save his King. This man of matchless zeal, 

Say, lives he yet ? 
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ASAPH. 

His eyes behold this sun. 

^ AHASUEBUS. 

Then why has he not sooner claim’d his meed ? 

What distant land hides him from wealth and honours ? 

ASAPH. 

His u9ual seat ia^at thy palace gates ; * 

There without blaming destiny or thee. 

He drags along a life of misery. 

AHASUERUS. 

So much the leas should I forget the virtue 
Forgetful of itself. Tell me his name 
Once more. 

ASAPH. 

The name I njad was Mordecai. 

AHASUERUS. 

\Vhat countryman ? 

* ASAPH. 

Since I must tell the truth. 

One of those captives who are doom’d to die. 

Brought from the banks of Jordan to Euphrates. 

AHASUERUS. 

A Jew^ then ? Gracious Heaven, when my life 
Was threaten’d by mine own ungrateful subjects, 

The kindness of a Jew baffled their efforts ! 

A Jew pre^rved me from the sword of Persians ? 

Bu\, since he saved me, be he what he may, 

^t matters not. Ho, some one I 
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Scene 4. 

Ahasuebus, Hydaspes, Asaph. 

HYDASPES. 

Sire? 


AHASUERTJS. 

« 

If any of my nobles wait without. 


,Go, see 


HYDASPES. 

Haman came hither ere the dawn of day. 

AHASUERTJS. 

Well, let him enter. He may throw some liglit 
On this affair. 


Scene 5. 

Ahasuebus, Haman, Hydaspes, Asaph. 

AHASUEBUS. 

Prop of my throne, approach, 
Soul of my coimsels, who hast oft relieved 
My hand exhausted with the sceptre's weight. 

I feel the secret stings of self-reproach, 

I know thy zeal devoted and sincere, 

Thy tongue a stranger to deceitful words. 

Thy constant aim n\y interest alone. 

Then tell me what a generous Prince should do, 
To heap the highest honours on a subject ' 
Whom he esteems P How can I recompense 
Fidelity and virtue as becomes 
A mighty monarcli ? To my gratitude 
Impose no bounds, remember the vast pow*r 
I wield. 
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To speak. 


HAMAN (aside). 

'Tis for thyself that thou art call’d 
Who else so worthy of reward ? 

AHASTTERUS. 


Whai thinkest thou ? 


HAMAN. 

^ I in my thoughts review 

The use and cusk»m of the kings of l^u sia ; 

But I recall them all in vain. For what 

Are they, to rule thy conduct ? Thine should rather 

Serve as a model to thy late descendants. 

Tf thou would’st recognise a subject’s zeal, 

Bethink thee honour only has a charm 
For generous souls ; and my advice, O King, 

Is that this happy mortal be array’d 

In royal purple, wearing on his brow 

The sacred diadem, and let him ride 

One of thy “teeds, in pompous trappings deck’d, 

Before all eyes in Shushan, and, to crown 

His glory, let the noblest man at court, 

Tlie next to thee in riches and in pow’r, 

Hold his proud courser’s bridle, as he walks 
Magnificently clad, and cry aloud 
In all the public places : “ Mortals, bow 
With reverence due, ’tis thus the king delightoth 
To honour merit in a faitliful subject.” 

AHASUERUS. 

I recognise the wisdom’ that inspires 

Thy words, with mine own wishes in agreement. 

Go, lose n(^ time : let all that thou hast said 
Bcbput in execution to the letter. 

Virtue shall not be buried in oblivion. 

’Tis Mordecai that I delight to honour. 

The Jew that sitteth at the palace gates ; 

Order his triumph thou, and walk before him ; 

•l4et Shushan’s streets re-echo with his name. 
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And all men, when they see him, bow the kn^. 
I would be now alone. 

• HAMAN (aside) 

Gods! 


Scene 6. 

t 

Ahasubrus. • 

Beyond doubt 

*Tis honour quite Mnheard of, such as subject 
Never enjoy’d before; but all the greater 
This Jew’s reward, the more detestable 
His race ; thereby I make my life more safe, 

By showing how I fear to be ungrateful, 

And how I can distinguish between guilt 
And innocence. For none the less will I 
Destroy this rebel crew, whose oximes — 


Scene 7. 

Ahasuerus, Esther, Elizabeth, Tamar, some of the 
Chorus. 

» 

(Esther enters leaning on Elizabeth ; four Jewish 
Maidens hear her train ) 


ahasuerus. 

Who enters 

Unbidden ? Who thus insolently courts 
Destruction ? Guards — * 

What! Esther, is it thou? 

I call’d thee not. 


ESTHER. 

My daughters, I’m undone ! 

Support your dying queen. (She falls in a swoonJ} 
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AHASUEBUS. 

PowVs of Heaven ! 

What deadly paleness suddenly overspreads 
Her lovely face ! AVhat dost thou fear, iny sister^ 

So harstfa law was never made for thee. 

Live : I hold out to thee the golden sceptre, 

Sure pledge and token of my clemency. 

ESTHER. 

Whole welcome.voice is this that bids me live, 

And calls my fluttering soul back to my breast? 

AHASUERUS. 

Dost thou not kuo^ thy husband’s voice, my Esther ? 
Come to thyself ! Once more I bid thee live ! 

ESTHER. 

The majesty that’s stamp’d upon thy brow 
Has ever fill’d thy servant’s eyes with fear. 

Consider how that brow, with awful frown 

Bent upon me, could not but terrify 

My troubled soul. I seem’d to see thee n'ady 

To crush me into dust, as from thy throne 

Loud thunders peal’d. What heart was e’er so bold 

That would not shudder as the lightning flash’d 

From my lord’s eyes ? Thus does the wrath of HeaA ’n — 

AHASUERUS. 

O sun ! Immortal torch of heav’iily light ! 

Mine own heart feels the shock that made hers cease 
Its otflge, and I tremble at the sight 
Of her distress. Calm, calm this agitjition, 

Esther, my queen, sole mistress of the heart 
Of Persia's monarch ! Only prove the love 
With which it bums. Say, shall I give thee half 
Of all my realms ? 

ESTHER. 

Ah, can it be that thou, 

Dreaded throughout the world, before whose throne 
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All kneel an^ kiss the dust, canst cast a look *' 
So gracious on thy slave, and deign to offer 
That heart as hers ? 


, AHASUERIJS. 

Believe me, dearest Esther,* 
This sceptre, and the homage fear inspires 
Have little charm for me ; the pomp of pow’r 
Ts oft a burden to its sad possessor. 

In thee, thee only, do I find a grace 
That never palls nor loses its attraction. , 

How sweet the charm of loveliness and virtue ! 

In Esther breaths the very soul of peace 
And innocence. l)ark shadows flee before her, 
She pours bright sunshine into days of ^looin. 
With thee beside me seated on this throne, 

I fear no more the wrath of adverse stars ; 

My diadem, fair Esther, seems to borrow 
A lustre from thy brow that gods themselves 
Might envy. Answer boldly then, nor hide 
What urgent puri>ose leads thy footsteps hither. 
What anxious cares perplex thy troubled breast ? 
Thine eyes arc raised to Heaven as 1 speak. 

Tell me thy wish ; it shall be gratified, 

If its success depends on human hand. 

ESTHER. 

O kindness reassuring to the heart 

It honours ! Ho light matter prompts my pray’r. 

Lo, misery or happiness awaits me ; 

-Which it shall be hangs trembling on thy will. 
One word from thee, ending my sore suspense, 
Can render Esther happiest of queens. 

AHASUERUS. 

Why torture me with curiosity ? 

ESTHER. 

If Esther has found favour in thy sight, 

If e’er thou wast disposed to grant her wishes, 
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Vouchsafe thy presence at her board to-day, ^ 
Let Esther entertain her sovereign lord, 

And Haman be admitted to the banquet. 

Then, in his hearing, I will dare to utter 
What in his absence 1 must still conceal. 

^ AHASUERUS. 

How restless aud impatient thou dost make me ! 
Yet all shall be according to thy wishes. 

• (To his attendants.) 

Let the Queen’s invitation be convey’d 
To Hainan’s ear, bid him not fail to confb. 


Scene 8. 

Ahasuerus, Esther, Elizabeth, Tamar, Hydaspes, 

SOME OF THE CUORUS. 

HYDASPE8. 

The wise Chaldieans, call’d by thy command, 

Are all assembled in the hall of audience. 

AHASUERUS. 

A strange dream, Esther, occupies my thoughts ; 

An<J in their answer thou too art concern’d 
As well as I, Come, and behind a curtain 
Hear what is said, and help me with the light 
Of thy clear judgment. For myself and thee 
I fear i^ome secret foe. 

ESTHER. * 

t Follow me, Tamar. 

You, timid maidens, stay till I return, 

Aud, shelter’d by this throne, fear no rude eye. 
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Scene 9. 

Elizabeth, some of the Chorus. 

(This scene is partly spoken and partly suny.) 

ELIZABETH. 

What think ye, sisters, of our present state ? 

Esther or HamaU, which will win the day ? * 

The issue of the struggle we await, 

Will it the pow’r of man or God display ? 

Ye saw what wratK, that struck us all with fear. 
Flash’d from the Monarch’s eyes in glance severe. 

ONE OF THE JEWISH MAIDENS. 

It dazzled like the lightning in the sky. 

ANOTHER maiden. 

And when he spake ’twas like the thunder’s roar. 

ELIZABETH. 

How did that wrath, so terrible before, 

All in a moment vanish from his eye ? 

ONE MAIDEN SlUgS. 

That stem heart in a moinciit has grow mild, 

More like a gentle lamb than lion wild. 

God, our own God, has made tlae storm to cease, 

And lull’d the waves to peace. 

THE CHORUS shigs, 

God, our own God, has made the storm to cease, 

And lull’d the waves to peace. 

THE SAME MAIDEN siugs. 

As flowing streams obey 

The hand that marks the course that they should go, 
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And on the tand fertility bestow, ^ 

Where’er their waters stray 
Thus Tliou, 0 God, Whose will our own doth guide, 

Canst turn the hearts of kings from side to side. 


ELIZABETH, 

Ah, sisters, how I dread the dismal mists 

That shroud the Monareh’s eyes from Hea iren’s light * 
The worship of his gods distorts his sight ! 

% • 

• ONE MAIDEN. 


Their hateful service all his zeal enlists. 


ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

To all the lifeless fires that Heav’n displays 
lie impious homage pays. 

ANOTHER. 

His palace with their images is stored. 

TUE CHORUS sings. 

Unhappy ye whc leave man’s Sovereign Lord, 

Who have the work of your own hands adored ! 

ONE MAIDEN SVngs. 

O Israel’s God, scatter the shades of night : 

• When will compassion touch Thee for our tears ? 
Shrouded in darloiess all the world appears ; 

Eend Thou the veil that hides Thee from men’s sight. 
O God of Israel, let the dawn arise : 
ipiow long vnlt Tdiou be hidden from our eyes ? 

ONE OF THE YOUNGEST MAIDENS. 

More softl/, sisters, lest we be betray’d 
To \inbelieving ears in ambush laid. 

ELIZABETH. 

Daughter of M)raham, can fear already 
Make thy voice feeble and thy faith unsteady ? 
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What wouldst thou do, should impious Hamaa try 
To make thy timid lips blaspheme 
Th’ Almighty, while the threat ’ning gleam ; 

Of his uplifted sword struck terror on thine eye ? 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

It may be that the King, in wrath profane. 

If we to bow th’ adoring knee refuse 
Before dumb idols vile and vain. 

Shall give command that we be slain. 

Then life or death, dear sister, wilt thou choose ? 

THE YOUNG MAIDEN. 

The God I love how can my lips betray ? 

Shall I adore a god deaf, dumb, and blind. 

Hewn from a tree laid prostrate by the wind, 
That cannot help itself in any way ? 

THE CHORUS sings. 

Those who such helpless gods implore 
Waste breath on empty air. 

Give them and all the demons they adore 
Confusion and despair ! 

ONE MAIDEN siligs. 

Let heart and mouth and every pow'r I have 
Praise the great God Who life and nurture gave. 

In trouble and distress. 

My soul, His goodness bless 
E’en should He slay me, Him will I c()nfess. 

Let heart and mouth and every pow’r I have 
Praise the great God, Who life and nurture gave. 

ELIZABETH. 

Shall impious pomp my admiration win ? 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

Let others envy wealth that follows sin. 
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ELIZABETH. • 

The wicked seem to lack no happiness 
Gk)ld glitters on their dress ; 

In riches and in pride they know no hound, * 

The voict^of mirth is in their dwellings found, 

They wake from sleep at music’s dulcet sound ; 

No hardships and no want their heart oppress.. 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. , 

To crown the \licked man’s prosx)erity. 

He lives again in his posterity ; 

Glay troops of children round his board ^row up, 

And share his joy from the same brimming cup. 

{All the rest is sung.) 

THE CHORUS. 

The world counts happy all such men as these, 

On whom good fortune in abundance flows ; 

But happier far those who Jehovah please. 

And in His holy name their trust repose ! 

ONE MAIDEN {aloiie). 

Food for his frivolous desires to find, 

The foolish man consumes himself in vain : 

For wormwood will remain 
♦ In pleasure’s cup behind. 

ANOTHER MAIDEN {alo7ie). 

The wicked soul is like the troubled sea. 

That ifcosses to and fro and cannot cease. 

True joy can only be • 

In jnnocence and peace. 

« 

THE SAME (with another). 

O peace sweet joy that gives ! 

O light that never dies ! 

New beauty shall surprise 

IT, ^ 
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The happy epul that in thy favour lives ! ' 

O peace sweet joy that gives ! 

O light that never dies ! 

Happy the soul that in thy presence lives ! 

THE CHORUS. 

O i^eace sweet joy that gives I 
O light that never dies ! 

New beauty shall surpnse 
The happy soul tliat in thy presence lives ! 

O peace sweet joy that gives ! ^ 

THE SAME MAIDEN (alone). 

No peace for the wicked ! He seeks her in vain ; 

No tranquil repose shall he ever attain ; 

From vengeance without he cannot depart, 

And remorse lays her finger of ice on his hear!. 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

In a moment the glory of wickedness dies, 

For ever consumed in the dust of the grave ; 

But more bright than the dawn, O my God, shall arise 
Thy servants who fear Thee and walk in Thy ways. 

THE CHORUS. 

0 peace sweet joy that gives ! 

Happy the heart that in thy presence lives ! 

ELIZABETH BJpeaks. 

Sisters, I hear them call. These strains must end. 
Let us once more upon our Queen attend. 
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ACT III. 

Scene — Esther’s garden^ and one side of a pavilioif, udicre 
• a hanguet is being held. 

Scene 1. 

Haman, Zeliesh. 

ZKRESH. 

This, then, is Esther’s garden, gay with flow’rs, 

And this the tent sjiread for the royal feast. 

But while its door is still fast shut, do thou 

List to the counsel of a wife wdio fears 

Thy rashness. By the sacred bond betw^eeii us, 

Conceal, my lord, this wrath tliat blinds tliy judgment ; 
Clear from thy brow that frown of discontent ; 

“Reproaches and complaints no king can boar. 

Of all the court thou only by the Queen 
Art bidden. Then enjoy tins hapi>ines8. 

Against the ill that galls thee weigh the good. 

Have 1 not heard thee say a hundred times : 

The man too proud to swallow an affront. 

Or wear a mask upon his countenance. 

Should ne’er set foot within the courts of kings ? 

Therg! are mishaps a wise man must endure : 

Oft has an insult borne without resentment 
Served as a stepping-stone to highest honours. 

HAMAN. 

O grief !• 0 torture insupportable ! 

0 shame, that never can be blotted out*! 

A cursed Jew, humanity’s disgrace, 

Hasiby my hands in purple been array’d ! 

Not only did he triumph over mo, 

1 was myself his herald, and proclaim’d 
His glory, whil^he mock’d at my confusion ; 

And all the people too saw with derision 

My crimson’d countenance, and drew therefrom 
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Sure si^n and presage of my coming fall. 

Such sports as these delight thee, cruel King. 

On me thou hast deceitful favours lavish’d, 

Only tQ make me feel thy tyranny 

The more, and crush me with the greater shamCs, 


ZERESH. 

Judge not the King so ill. His only motive 
Is to reward a good and loyal service. 

Must it not rathefif be matter for wonder 

That payment should have been postpoiiM so long ? 

Besides, it was thine own advice he follow’d ; 

Thou didst thyseff dictate this sorry pageant. 

Thy rank is only second to his own. 

Knows he thy detestation of this Jew ? 

HAMAN. 

lie knows that all he has he owes to me, 

That I have trodden under foot for him 
Remorse and fear and shame, with heart of brass 
Advanced his pow’r, reduced the laws to silence, 

And ’midst the groans of innocence have sought 
And cherish’d for his sake curses and hatred. 

And for reward I find myself exposed 
By his barbarity to jeers and laughter ! 

ZERESH. 

VVe are alone Why should we gloze the truth ? 

This zeal on his behalf, that sacrificed 

So much to make him great (between ourselves). 

Was not thine own promotion its sole end P 

To go no farther than these wretched Jews, * 

Dost thou not offer them in sacrifice 

To thine own spleen ? Hast thou no cause tQ fear 

Malicious whispers ? — all at court are foes, » 

The people hate us. Ay, this very Jew, 

Laden with honours, moves my dread in spite 
Of mine own self. Ills are oft link’d together, 

His race was alway fatal to thine own. 

Learn how to profit by this light affront. 
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Fortune makes ready, it may be, to quit thee ; 

Her fickle wheel lifts up but to cast down ; 

Forestall her humour ere her baud grows weary. 
What lure attracts thee higher ? Gulfs abysmiil 
That open out before me make me shudder ; * 

If thou ftiould’st slip, frightful would be thy fall. 
•Seek somewhere else a calmer destiuy ; 

Back to that distant Hellespont return, 
llie refuge of thy wandering sires uf jure. 

When Israel’s vengeance, kindled to fierce fire, 
DrovS out all A^paJek from wasted Soir. 

Ere *t be too lat<\ hide thee from Fortune’s spite ; 
Our richest treasures shall be sent before us. 

Leave me to manage the departure hcnct;, 

Aiid, above all, secure our children’s flight. 
Meanwhile he only careful to conceal 
Thy purpose. Gladly will I follow thee 
As thou shalt see. The stormiest winds and waves 
Are safer far than this deceitful court. 

But I see some one walking quickly tow’rds thee • 
It is Hydaspes. 


Scene 2 . 

Haman, Zeresh, Hydaspeb. 

HYDASFES (to HaMAn). 

I am come to fetch thee. 
Whilst thou art absent, joy is in abeyance ; 
The King has sent me for thee. Linger not. 

• HAMAN. 

Tell me, is Mordecai among the gnesTs ? 

HYDASFES. 

Take not that face of gloom to Esther’s table. 
Why should this Jew for ever blast thy peace ? 
Let him enjojf a triumph of no moment : 

He cannot think thus to escape the rigour 
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Of the Kind's sentence. Dost thou not posses 
His ear and ^eart ? The punishment of crime 
Will follow zeal rewarded, and thy victim 
Is deck'd for sacrifice. I'm much mistaken, 

Or thotl shalt reap, supported by the Queen, 
Success beyond thy hopes. 

HAMAV. 

Can I believe 

These happy tidings ? 


HYDASPES. 

I have heard the answer 
Of the diviners: that a foreign traitor 
In the Queen's blood seeks to imbrue his hand. 
And, knowing not where else to fix the guilt, 

The King imputes it to the Jews alone. 

HAITIAN. 

Ay, they are monsters ; he has cause to dread 
Their daring leader most of all, my friend. 

Earth has endured the loathsome race too long ; 
The sooner she is rid of them the better. 

Ah ! I can breathe at last. Farewell, dear Zeresh. 

HYDASPES. 

Esther's companions are advancing near us. 

With songs no doubt to celebrate the feast. 

Enter, and be assured of ready welcome 
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Scene 3. 

Elizabeth, the Chorus. 

(The Jirat 2 )art is syoheny not sung.) 

A JEWISH MAIDEN. 

’Tis Haman ! 

ANOTHER. 

Y«s, *tis lie ; I know him well, 

And tremble. 

THE FIRST MAIDEN., 

Fear and horror round me press. 

THE SECOND. 

’Tis the proud enemy of Israel ! 

THE FIRST MAIDEN. 

Ay, he who troubles all the earth no less. 

ELIZABETH, 

Who, seeing, cannot recognize that face ? 

Pride and disdain each feature plainly shows. 

A MAIDEN. 

Jlis eye with rage and wildest fury glows. 

ANOTHER. 

Before him Death seems constantly to jiaco. 

• ONE OF THE YOUNGEST MAIDENS. 

Does this fell tiger know his destined prey ? 

For, wlvBn he cast on us his hungry eyes, 

A« fierce delight therein appear’d to play. 
Whereat I still feel fear and horror rise. 

ELIZABETH. 

How this new honour will increase his pride ! 

To Esther's board he hastes with willing feet : 
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I see him, sisters, boldly take lus seat, 

A^ho* it were his right, at the King’s side. ^ 

ONE OF THE MAIDENS. 

I 

Tell me, attendants at the feast, what fare, 

What wine for cruel Hainan ye prepare. 

ANOTHER. 

The orphan’s blood. 

‘ A THIRD. 

f 

The tears of the opprest. 

« 

THE SECOND. 

Such are the dainties that delight him best 

THE THIRD. 

No other drink he finds so rich and rare. 

ELIZABETH. 

Dear sisters, let your grief be hush’d awhile. 

They bid us sing. Oh, may our songs have skill 
The King from his harsh temper to beguile, 

As David erst Saul’s jealous rage could still. 
And with sweet strains divert his savage will. 

(AZZ the rest of this scene is sung.) 

A JEWISH MAIDEN. 

What happiness those subjects find. 

Whose king magnanimous and kind. 

Dreaded by others, to their love doth cling ! 

Oh, happy such a pev>ple, such a king 1 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

O sweet and calm rejx)Be ! 

What a firm pledge it is of joy and peace, 

When a wise monarch knows « 

How to make truth and righteousness increase, 
And prudent counsel shows ! 
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{The four following stanzas are sung oUer/tafeJy by a single 
voice and by all the Chorus.) 

Ye kings, drive calumny away ; 

Her sl^deroiis assaults can mar 
States that at peace and quiet are, 

To discord harmony betray. 

Thirsting for blood, she madly tracks 
The pure and blameless everywhere. 

Kin^s, of her murderous tougue bewafe, 

That slays the good behind their baciks. 

This monster, ere her prey she grips, , 

Ofttimes a mask of mildness wears ; 

Fear her, for in her heart she bears 
Revenge, with pity on her lips. 

Subtle and dexterous deceit 

Strews all her paths with blossoms gay. 

But, in her rear, along the way 
Comes vain regret with tardy feet. 

A JEWISH MAIDEN {alouc). 

As thunder clouds before the north wind ily, 

And threatening tempests vanish from the sky ; 

So treacherous imposture cannot brook 
An upright monarch’s lie-dispelling look. 

ANOTHER. 

A king with conquest crown’d we praise, 

Whose valour wins victorious bays ; 

But one who hates injustice, and is wise, 

Who* suffers not the poor to feel 
The pressure of the rich man’s heel» 

As Heaven’^ fairest gift we well may prize. 

m 

ANOTHER. 

The widow trusts him, and well arm’d is she. 

* ANOTHER, 

A father to the fatherless is he. 
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1 ALL TOGETHER. 

The just man’s tears, appealing to his might, — * 
Are precious in his sight. 

t 

ONE MAIDEN (flZowe). 

Turn, turn thine ears, great King, away 
From cruel counsels by deception bred. 

The time is come, awake to-day ; 

Ere guiltless blood thine hand unwitting shed, 
Whilst slumbers on thine eyelids weigh. 

Turn, turn thine ears, great King, away 
From cruel counsels by deception bred. 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

So may the whole world tremble ’neath thine arm, 
So may thy valour far renown’d avail 
To strike thy foes ever with fresh alarm ! 

If they attack thee, may they quickly fail ! 

Let them be routed by thy strong right hand, 

The terror of thy name tlieir troops disband ! 

May their vast host like feeble infants yield, 

When they the onset of thy soldiers meet ; 

If by one line of march they take the field, 

May thousands be too few for their retreat. 


Scene 4. 

Ahasueeus, Esther, Haman, Elizabeth, the Chorus. 

AHASUERUS (to EsTHER). 

Ah, yes, thy slightest words have secret charms ; 

A graceful modesty on every act 
Bestows a value above gold and purple. 

What happy clime conceal’d so rare a treasure ? 

Who was the virtuous mother at whose breast 
Thine infancy was nursed, whose wise hand train’d 
Thy childhood ? Tell me quickly thy reqifest : 

Whatever thou desirest shall be granted. 
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E’en should’ A thou ask, dear Esther, half my Jvingdom ; 
So have I said, and gladly say again. 


ESTHER. 

No such Gcorbitant desire is mine. 

But since I must at last exjdain my sighs, 

Seeing my King himself will have me sj>eak, 

(She casts herself at the King's feet.) 
I venture to beseech thee for my Lte, 

And ftw the lives of all that ha]dess race • 

Wliich thou hast doom’d to be destroy’d with me. 

AHASUERUS (lifting her up\ 

T)e«jtroy’d with thee ? What mystery is this ? 


I tremble. 


HAM AN (aside). 


ESTHER. 

Esther’s father was a .Tow : 
Thou knowest, Sire, thy pitiless decree. 


HAM AN (aside). 

Gods! 

AHASUERUS. 

Oh, how deeply dost thou pierce my heart ! 
The daughter of a Jew ! My best beloved, 

My Esther, innocence and gentleness 
Itself, w^hom I esteem’d Heav’n’s choicest gift, 

Can she have sprung from origin so vile ? 
Wretched am I ! 

* ESTHER. 

• 

Thou may’st reject my pray’r : 
But J would claim at least as a last boon 
That thou should’ st hear my story to the end, 

Nor suffer Hainan’s voice to interrupt. 


Speak. 


AHASUERUS. 
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ESTHER. 

O my God, confound shameless imposture ! 
These Jews of whom thou wouldest rid the world, 
Whom thou dost deem the refuse of mankind, ^ 

Were once i)ossessors of a wealthy land, 

And, while they still adored their fatliers God, 

Found that His blessing brought prosperity. 

This God, sole Master of the earth and skies, 
Cannot be represented to the sight 
By any form ; Jehovah is His name, 

The world’s Creator. When the meek are wrong’d 
He hears their sighs, judges with equal Jaws 
All mortals, yea, examines kings themselves 
From His high throne. He but withdraws His hand. 
And strongest States fall with a startling crash. 

The Jews presumed to worship other gods ; 

King, people, all were scatter’d in a day. 

And Babylon’s yoke of slavery was made 
The just reward of their ingratitude. 

But to requite our masters in their turn 
The Lord chose Cyrus ere he saw the light. 

Promised his aid, and call’d him by his name. 

Born in due time. He arm’d him with His thunders- 
To break their ramparts down and gates of brass. 

Into his hands gave princes for a spoil. 

Avenged His temple’s pillage and destruction. 

And for our tears forced Babylon to pay 
With usury. Victorious thro’ Him, 

Cyrus proclaim’d His praise, and favour’d us. 

His people, gave us back our laws and feasts 
Divine, and from its ruins raised the temple. 

But his mad son, heir of so wise a father, 

Forbade the progress of the work begun, 

Deaf to our cries. God cast his stock aside. 

Cut off the monster, put thee in his place. 

What hoped we not from such a noble king ! 

“ God pitying looks on His unhappy people : ” 

We said : “ a King now reigns who is the iriend 
Of innocence ! ” His mercy was extoll’d 
By all, and from the Jews loud shouts of joy 
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SCENE 4 .] 

Were heard, • What, gracious Heaven ! MusJ the ear 

Of princes the most mild be aye beset 

By cruelty, and goodness at its source 

Be poison’d ? From the heart of Thrace there came 

A savage bom and bred, here to breathe forth 

Slaughtei'and threats, a minister who hates 

Thy greatest glory — 

HAM'AN. 

I? Canst lli'ju believe it? 

I have^o other cud, no other god— • 

AHASUERTJS. 

Be silent, till I order thee to speak. 

ESTHER, 

Our cruel enemy betrays himself : 

Y'es, it is he, that barbarous minister 
Who has deceived thee with a cloak of zeal, 

And arm’d thy virtue against innocence. 

Who but a ruthless Scytliian, O my G-od, 

Could have suggested such a frightful order I 
()ne simultaneous signal everywhere 
Will fill with murders the astonisli'd world. 

Seeing a foreign traitor in the name 

Of the most just of kings wasting thy realms ; 

While in thy palace, victims of his wrath, 

Thy ^slaughter’d subjects with their blood detih.' 

The throne. 

What crime does his envenom’d hatred 
(^liarge to the Jews ? Have they awaken’d war 
Within thy borders ? Have they join’d thy foes ? 
Was ev§r thraldom’s yoke more mildly home? 
Adoiang in their chains God’s chastiseyieut. 

Whilst thou with heavy hand upon them laid 
Did’st give them up defenceless to their foes, 

They still besought that God to guard thy life, 

To shatter the devices of the wicked. 

And o’er thy throne to spread His shadowing wings. 
He has been tMne upholder, doubt it not : 

Parthian and Indian he alone subdued 
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Beneath thy, feet, scatter’d the countless host^ 

Of Scythia, and inclosed the seas within 
Thy vast domains. He to a Jew reveal’d 
The plot two traitors hatch’d aj^ainst thy life. 

Alas ! 1 was that Jew’s adopted daughter. 

AHASUEEUS. 

What! Mordecai? 

ESTHER. 

He only of our house,- 
Kemain’d, my father’s brotln^r, like myself 
From our first king’s unhappy blood descended. 

Viewing with horror an Amalckite, 

One of a race cursed by our Ood Himself, 

He could not bow the knee, before this Hainan, 

Nor pay him honours that he thinlvs are due 
To thee alone : hence, howsoe’er disguised, 

This hatred ’gainst the Jews and Mordecai ! 

In vain hast thou bestow’d on him thy favours ; 

At Hamaii’s door already is prepared 
The instrument of ignominious death ; 

Within an hour this venerable man, 

Dragg’d by his order from thy palace gates, 

Wearing thy purple robe, is to be bang’d, 

AHASUERUS. 

What dreadful light bursts on my startled soul 1 ' 

How my blood boils with anger and with shame ! 

I was the dupe, then — Heav’n vouchsafe to make 
This matter clear ! A moment let me have 
To breathe alone. Call Mordecai, I’ll hear 
His story too, 

{The King retiree.) 

A JEWISH MAIDEN. 

Let Truth from Heav’n appear ! 
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Scene 5. 

Esther, Haman, Elizabeth, the Chorus. • 

HAMAN (to Esther). 

I am confounded with astonishment ; 

Deceived, betray’d by the Jews* enemies. 

Heav’n be my witness that I thought to make 
Thy lift? secure, whoever else might porisfi. 

Command my influence on their behalf ; 

The King, as thou eanst see, wavers perplex’d. 

I can restrain him, I can urge him on, 

And at my pleasure raise or lull the storm. 

Behold me willing to befriend the Jews. 

Speak : and the instant slaughter of your foes, 

Victims to ratify a solemn oath, 

Shall make atonement for my fatal error. 

What blood dost thou require ? 

ESTHER. 

Go, traitor, leave mo. 

The Jews want nothing from a wretch like thee. 

God, the Avenger of the innocent 
Already weighs thee in the scales of justice ! 

Soon will Ilis righteous sentence be pronounced. 
Tremble ; His day draws nigh, thy reign is past. 

HAMAN. 

Yea, I confess, your God is to be fear’d. 

But doth He bid you keep relentless hatred ? 

My pride is humbled, I am forced to bog 
For mercy ; haughty Haman kneels biSfore thee. 

• (He casts hiw^self at her feet.) 

As thou would’ st save thy people, and dost honour 
Thine uncle’s hoary head, by these thy feet 
Which I embrace, appease a dreadful king ; 

Save Haman ciiouching, trembling at thy knees ! 
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Scene 6, 

Ahas.uerus, Esther, Haman, Elizabeth, the Chorus, 
AND G-uards. , 

AHASUERUS. 

What ! Dares the traitor lay his hands on thee ? 

In the confusion of his look I read 
His perfidy, confirming all thy words, , 

And his whole course of villainy recalling. 

Let not this monster live a moment longer ; 

At his own door instead of Mordecai, 

Both heav’n and earth appeasing by his death. 

Let him afford a feast for just revenge. 

{Haman is led away by the Guards.) 


Scene 7. 

Ahasuerus, Esther, Mordecai, Elizabeth, the 
Chorus. 

AHASUERUS (continuing to address Mordecai). 

Mortal beh)ved of Heaven, my soul's preserver. 

No more am I the prey of evil counsels ; 

Mine eyes have been unseal’d, Jind crime confounded; 
Come, shine beside me in thy proper sphere. 

I give thee Haman’s wealth and Hainan’s pow’r ; 
Justly possess what his injustice seized. 

I break the yoke ’neath which the Jews have groan’d ; 
To them I yield the blood of all their foes. 

Henceforth let Jews be honour’d equally 
With Persians ; all shall tremble at the name 
Of Esther’s God. Bebuild His temple, fill 
Your wasted cities ; let your happy seed 
With sacred triumph celebrate this day, * 

And in their memory live my name for aye ! 
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Scene 8. 

Ahasuerus, Esther, Mordecat. Asaph, ELizABEiri, the 
% CiroRtrs. 

AHASUERUS. 

What is it, Asaph ? 

ASAPH. 

- » 

^ * He is dead, O King. 

Half torn asunder by the people’s fury, 

Dragg’d through the streets, the traitor%i mangled corpse 
They bear, a horrid spectacle of blood. 

MORDECAI. 

May iHeavcn ever guard our Monarch’s life ’ 

The Jews are in sore peril and in need 
Of instant succour. 


AHASTJERTJS. 

Yea, I understand thee. 
Let us go countermand the bloody orders 
Of wicked Haman. 

ESTHER 

God, Thy will is wrought 
By ways of wisdom that pass human thought ! 


Scene 9. 

The Chorus. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

That^ innocence has triumph’d God be praised. 
To celebrate His pow’r our voices raised. 

A JEWISH MAIDEN. 

He saw the wicked leagued against our life, 
Laid bare the murderous knife 

T 


u 
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To shed oiir^blood like water on the ground. • 

His voice from Heav n doth sound, 

And the proud boaster wallows in the dust, 

His own sharp arrows in his bosom thrust. 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

I saw the bold blasphemer set on high ; 

Like the tall cedar did he lift his head 
Wliose branches far above the earth are spread ; 

He seem’d to wia^d the thunders of the sky, 

His vanquish’d foes beneath him did he*tread, ^ 
Scarce had I pass’d, and Grod had struck him dead ! 

• 

ANOTHER. 

Ill counsel oft the justest kings beguiles; 

Themselves too upright to deceive. 

Heedless of toils the wicked weave. 

They fall an easy prey to subtle wiles. 

A noble heart is backward to believe 
Another’s malice, to his baseness blind. 

By its own feelings to judge all inclined. 

ANOTHER. 

How has the storm been hush’d to peace ? 

ANOTHER. 

Whose hand has made the tempest cease ? 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

To gentle Esther owe we this release. 

A JEWISH MAIDEN {alo7ie). 

Her heart was km41ed by the love of God ; 

Ready to meet her death with dauntless breast. 

Her ardent zeal the path of danger trod : ‘ 

She dared to speak, and Heav’n has done the rest. * 

TWO JEWISH MAIDENS. 

Esther has triumph’d, Persia’s dames retire ; 

To swell her charms Nature and Heav’n conspire. 
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E8T$£B. 

• ONE OF THE TWO. 

What guileless graces in each glance *are seen ! 

Say, was there ever such a lovely queen ? 

THE OTHEB. 

The virtfles of her heart yet more alK>imd. 

Was over queen so good and gracious crown'd ? 

BOTH TOGETHER. 

Esthoj has triumph’d, Persia’s dames roJtire ; 

To swell her charms Nature and Heav’n conspire. 

ONE MAIDEN (aloiie).^ 

Thy God, O Zion, is displeased no more ; 

Rejoice, and out of dust and ashes rise ; 

Throw off the garments that the captive wore. 

And let thy former splendour greet our eyes. 

The ways lie open to your land again ; 

Break every chain, 

Tribes captive bound 
On foreign ground, 

Q ather from oast and west and south and north ; 
Though seas and mountains must be pass'd, go forth. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

Break every chain. 

Tribes captive bound 
• On foreign ground 

Gather from east and west and south and north ; 
Though seas and mountains must be pass’d, go forth. 

A JEWISH MAIDEN {(llone). 

Those fields beloved once more shall meet mine eye. 

t ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

rii*weep where my forefathers* ashes lie. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

Gather from elist and west and south and north ; 
Though seas and mountains must be pass’d, go forth. 
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A JEWISH MAIDEN (olone). 

Once more, once more the stately porches raise 
Of God’s own temple, where He heareth pray’i 3 
To deck His altar purest j^old prepare ; 

Out of the mountains hew yo marbles rare, ,> 

Dark Lebanon let fall 
Thine ancient cedars tall ; 

Make ready, holy i)riests, to sing His praise. 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

To dwell with us again doth God descencf: 

Tremble thou earth with gladness and with fear. 

His holiness ani glory to revere, 

Ye heav'ns in lowliest adoration l)end! 

ANOTHER. 

How goi)d is Israel’s God, His yoke how sweet ! 

Blest those wlio in their youth that sweetness know ! 
Yo children, run that gracious Lord to meet ; 

No earthly pleasure can for charm compete 

With heartfelt joys thit from His presence flow. 
How good is Israel’s God, His yoke how sweet! 

Blest those who in their youth that sweetness know ! 

ANOTHER. 

Ready to pardon and forego His wrath, 

Of thankless souls that wander from His path 
He waiteth the return ; 

He can excuse our weak and wayward wills ; 

To seek us He doth yearn. 

Less tenderness for her own offspring Alls 
A mother’s heart. Ah ! Who can share the love ' 

We owe to* God above? 

THREE JEWISH MAIDENS. 

We in His might alone have victory won. 

ONE OF THE THREE. ^ 

His glory shincth on us like the sun. 
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ALL THEEE TOGETHEE. • 

All ! Wlio can share the lovo 
We owe to God above ? 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

Blest be His holy name, His name adore; 
His mi|^hty acts enforce 
Till Time has run its course, 
•J^raiae Him for ever and for evermore I 
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1691 . 




•INTRODUCTION TO ATHALIAH. 

• 

T his line play, with which Racine’s drayiatic career fitly 
concluded, was composed, like “ Esther,” for semi- 
private performance by the young ladies of tlie College of 
Samt Oyr, where it was first acted, as well as afterwards, 
at Versailles, in 1691. It was not represented at a public 
theatre till 1716, a delay due, it may be, in some measure 
to its sacred character, though probably quite as much to 
the general lack of appreciation with whi(;h it had for long 
to contend. It is now universally acknowledged to deserve 
either first or second j>lace among Racine’s masterpieces, 
** PhMre ” and “ Athalie ” being rivals for the palm. 

The scriptural narrative is faithfully followed as the 
main outline of the plot ; and whatever Racine has added, 
such as Athaliah’s dream, her first sight of the youthful 
Joash, and the characters of Abner and Mattan, so far 
from .-presenting incongruous elements, enhances the 
dramatic interest of the story. 



CHAEACTERS. 

% 

JoASH. Kififf of Judah and Son of Ahaziah, 

Athalikii, W^dow of Jam and Gra-ndmother of Jtmah, 
Jbuoiada, the High Vria^t. 

Jkhosiieba, Aunt of Joash, and Wife of the High Priest, 
Zaciiariaii, Son of Jehoiada and Jchos?i€ba, 

Salomk, Sister of Zachariah, 

Aoner, one of the Chvf Officers of the Kings of Judah, 
Azaiuaii, IsiiMAEL, Gud. the three other Chirfs oj the PritST^ 
and Lcritts. 

Mattam, an Apostate prii st ; Chief Priest of iJaal. 

Naiial, confidentiaX Fritnd of Mattan, 

IIauar, an Attendant of Athaliah. 

Band of Priests and Levites, 

Attendants of Athaliah, 

Nurse of Joash, 

Chorus of young Maidens of the Tnhe of Tjcvi, 


llie scene is laid in the Temple at Jerusalem, in ap antc-cbaniber 
of the High rriest’a dwelling. 



ATHALIAH. 

A TE^GEDY FOUNDED UPON HOl^iY SCEIPTUEE. 

ACT I. 

Scene 1. 

JeHOIABA AMD AbKER. 

ABNER. 

Yea, to the Temple of the Lord I come, 

To worship with the solemn rites of old. 

To celebrate with thee the famous day 
When from the holy mount our Law was yiv’n. 

How times are changed ! Soon as the sacred trump 
With joyous blast announced this day’s return, 

The Temple porticoes, with garlands gay. 

Could not contain the crowds of the devout ; 

Befare the altar they in order due. 

Bringing the earliest harvest of their fields. 

Offered those firstfruits to the Lord of all ; 

Nor were there priests enough for sacrifice. 

A woman's will has dared to check these throngs. 

And tiffn'd the day’s bright glory into gloom. 

Scarce dare a frfw most zealous worshippers 
Beeall for its some shadow of the past ; 

The rest are all forgetful of their God, 

Or, e’en to Baars.altars flocking now. 

In shameful orgies learn to bear their part, 

And curse theiName on which their fathers call’d. 

My soul is troubled, — naught will I conceal — 

Lest Athaliah visit upon thee 
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Her vengeance, spurn all remnant of respect, 

And tear tliee from the altar of the Lord. 

JEHOIADA. 

Whence comes to thee this presage dark to-day ?;, 

ABNER. 

Holy and righteous, how canst thou e8cai>e ? 

Long has she hated that rare constancy 
Which adds new hrilliance to tliy mitred brow ; 

Long has shi) treated thy religious zeal 
As obstinate sedition and revolt. 

The shilling virtues of thy faithful spouse 
Have earned the special hatred of the Queen. 

If Aaron’s priesthood has devolved on thee, 

Thy wife is sister to our latest king. 

Mattah moreover, that apostate priest, 

His foul desertion from our altars crowns 
With eager persecution of all good, 

And, worse than Athaliah, spurs her on. 

’Tis not enough that in a foreign garb 
The Levite serves at BaaFs altar now. 

This Temide is to him a sore offence. 

And he would fain destroy the Grod he left. 

No means he leaves untried to ruin thee, 

And undermines with praise no less than blame. 

He feigns for thee a treacherous kindliness, > 

Masking the blackness of his venom thus. 

Sometimes he prompts the Queen to dread thy power. 
And sometimes, looking to her lust for gold, 

Pretends that somewhere known to thee alone. 

Thou hidest treasures David had amass’d. . « 

For two days past the proud imperious Queen 
Has seem’d as though consumed by bafAed spite- 
I saw her yesterday with furious eyes 
Glare at this sacred place, and mark’d her well, 

As if within the Temple's deep recess 
Lurk’d God’s avenger arm’d to punish her. , 

The more I think thereon, the less I doubt 
On thee her wrath is ready now to burst, 
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And that, with all her mother’s thirst for blood, 

E'en in His shrine she will defy our God. * 

JEHOIADA. 

He who cndiains the fury of the waves 
^ Knows how to curb the plots of wiclced men. 
Submittinj;^ humbly to His holy will, 

I fear my God, and know no other fear. 

And yet, I thank thee, Abner, for iby zeal 
That o’^r my peril keeps a watchful eye. i 
1 see injustice chafes thine inmost henrt. 

Thou art a faithful son of Israel still. 

For that may Heaven be bless’d ! But socret wrath 
^ And passive worth, art thou content with these ? 

Ts faith sincere, if it declines to act? ' 

An impious forei^er for eight long years 
Has David’s throne usurp’d, with all its rights. 
Unpunish’d waded in our princes’ blood, 

Foul murderess of the children of her son, 

And e’en against our God has raised her arm. 

And thou, a pillar of this trembling state. 

Bred in the camp of good Jehoshaphat, 

Under his son Jehoram in command, 

On whom alone our towns in terror loan’d 
When Aliaziali’s unexpected death 
Scatter’d his armies before Jehu’s face, 

Say’st thou — I fear the Lord and own His truth ! ” 
Lo, lijr my mouth to thee the Lord rei)lie8, — 

“ What boots it that thou boast zeal for My Law ? 
Thinkest to lionour Me by barren vows ? 

What fruit have I of all thy sacrifice ? 

Need I the blood of heifers and of goats ? 

Thy priilfces’ blood cries out, and is not heard. 

Break, break all Compact with impiety,* 

Boot up the erimes amidst My people rife, 

And^me and sacrifice thy victims then.” 

• 

ABNEB. 

What can I do 5^ The people have lost heart, 

Judah is cow’d, and Benjamin is weak ; 
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The day that saw their royal line extinct t 
Extinguish'd all their ancient valour too. 

The Lord Himself, they say, withdraws from us, 
Tho’ once so jealous of His people’s praise ; 

He sees unmoved their majesty abased. 

And His compassion is at last worn out. 

No more for us His mighty arm outstretch’d 
With countless marvels terrifies our foes ; 

His Ark is dumb, — utters no oracle. 

JEHOIADA. 

Yet when did miracles abound as now ? 

When by more signs has God display’d His power ? 
Will ye have always eyes that c^annot see, 
Ungrateful people ? » Shall His mightiest deeds 
Strike on your ears, nor ever move your hearts ? 
Say, niy dear Abner, must I needs repeat 
The wonders brought to pass in these our days ; 

The signal fall of Israel’s tyrant kings, 

And God found faithful to j^rform His throats ; 
Ahab destroy’d, and with his blood defiled 
The plot of land which murder had usurp’d; 

Hard by that fatal field Jezebel slain, 

A Queen down trampled under horse’s hoofs. 

The dogs that lick’d up her inhuman blood, 

The mangled limbs of her dishonour’d corpse ; 

The troop of lying prophets brought to shame. 

The fire from heav’n that on the altar fell ; 

Elijah’s voice ruling the elements, 

Tho skies thereby shut up, the earth like brass. 

For three whole years left without rain or dew ; 

The dead arising at Elisha’s word ? 

Recall, O Abner, these portentous signs, 

God is to-day as H*e has always been, 

He can unfold His glory when He will. 

And ever in His mind His people dwell. 

ABNEB. 

But where the promises so often made ‘ 

To David and to Solomon his son ? 
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Alas ! We hoped that from their fruitful stock 
Kiugs were to issue in a numerous train ; 

That over every nation, tribe, and tongue 
One of their lineage should extend his sway, 
Should everywhere make war and strife to cease. 
And at h*js footstool see earth’s proudest kings. 


JEUOIADA. 

And why distrust the promises of Heaven ? 

** 3 ABNER. 

That son of David, whete shall he be found ? 
Can Heav’n itself restore the living sap > 

Of that dry tree, now wither’d at the root ? 
E’en in his cradle Aihaliah slew 
The babe, and eight years after can he live ? 
Ah ! might it be her fury miss’d its aim, 
That of our royal blood some drop escaped — 


JEHOIADA. 

What would’st thou do ? 


ABNER. 

0 happy day for me 1 
How gladly would I go to meet my king ! 

Doubt not that to his feet our eager tribes, — 
But wherefore mock me with these idle dreams ? 
Ill-fated heir of our victorious kings. 

We had but Aliaziah, with his sons ; 

By Jehu’s darts I saw the father slain, 

And thou his sons by his own mother murder’d. 
• 

* * JEHOIADA. - 

I cannot rfow explain ; but when tlie sun 
Sfiall the third portion of his course complete, 
Bringing the m©ming hour that bids to prayer. 
Hither return and with the self-same zeal. 

Then God m&y prove to thee by gracious deeds 
His word is faithful still, and never fails. 
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So, for this solemn day I must prepare 
And dawn filiexdy gilds the temple roof. 

ABNER. 

What gracious deed is this, to me unknown ? 
Tow’rd thee Jehosheba directs her ste])s ; 

I leave thee, and will join the faithful band 
Brought hither by this solemn festival. 


Scene 2. 

Jehoiada and Jehosheba. 

JBHOIADA. 

Princess, the time is come for us to speak, 

Thy hajjpy theft can be no longer hid. 

The insults of the enemies of God, 

Abusing this our silence, have too long 
Charged with unfaithfulness His promises. 

Nay more ; success has animated i*age, 

And Athaliah would to Baal burn. 

E'en in God’s courts, incense idolatrous. 

Rear’d in His Temple ’neath th’ Almighty’s wing, 
’Tis ours to show the King thine hands have saved. 
He’ll prove himself courageous as his sires. 

Already in his wit beyond his age. 

Ere I unfold his wondrous destiny, 

I offer him to God by Whom kings reign ; 

Then, gathering straight our Levites and our priests, 
I will proclaim their masters’ long lost heir. 

’ JEHOSHEBA. 

Knows he his name and noble fortune yet ? 

JEHOIADA. 

He owns no other than Eliakim, 

And thinks himself some foundling left to die, 
Whom I in pity treated as my son. 
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JEHOSHEBA. 

Ah ! from what perils I deliver’d him ! 

What danger is he now to meet once more ! 

^ JKHOIADA. 

• What ! Fails thy faith already in alarm ? 

JEHOSHEBA. 

My lord, I yield me to thy counsels wise. 

Since first I snatcji’d this precious babe from death, 
I placed his welfare in fchy careful hands ; 

Yea, dreading e’en the fervour of my love, 

I shun his presence where and when I can, 

• For fear lest my unguarded heart betray 
iViy secret with the tears I cannot check. 

Three days and nights I thought that duty bade 
Devote to weeping and impassion’d prayer. 

Yet may it be allow’d me now to ask, 

What friends thou hast ready to take thy side ? 
Abner, brave Abner, will he lend his aid ? 

Say, has he sworn to stand beside his King ? 

JEHOIADA. 

Abner, though on his faith we may rely, 

Knows not as yet that any King is ours. 

^ JEHOSHEBA. 

Wlio is to guard young Joash ? Wilt thou trust 
Obed or Amnon with so high a charge ? 

My father’s kindness they have often proved, — 

« JEHOIADA. 

And Sold themselves to Athaliah’s will.* 

, > JEHOSHEBA. 

Whom to her hirelings wilt thou then oppose? 

^ JEHOIADA. 

Have I not said ? Our Levites and our priests. 

II. z 
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^ JEHOSHEBA. 

I know that, secretly assembled near. 

Their numbers have been doubled by thy care ; 

That frill of love for thee, horror for her, 

A great oath binds them, ere the trial come, 

To David's heir when he shall be reveal'd. 

But though with loyal ardour they may burn, 

Can they unaided vindicate their king ? 

Is zeal enough to cope with such a task r 

Doubt not the QUeen, when the first rumour spreads 

Of Ahaziah’s son in hiding here, ^ 

Will gather all her savage troops around, 

Besiege the Temple, and break down its gates. 
Against such foes will sanctity avail. 

And holy hands raised to the Lord in prayer ? 

Their province is to intercede for guilt, 

No blood but that of victims have they shed ; 

Joash, perchance, sore wounded in their arms, — 

JEHOIADA, 

Countest as naught the God who fights for us ? 

God, who protects the orphan’s innocence, 

And e’en in weakness manifests His might ; 

God, who hates tyrants, and in Jezreel swore 
He would root out Ahab and Jezebel ; 

Who, striking Joram, husband of their child. 

And Joram’s son, their family pursued ; 

Whose threatening arm, though for a time withheld, 
Over that impious race is ever stretch’d ? 

JEHOSHEBA. 

Yea, ’tis His rightoious sentence on them sill 
That makes me tremble for my brother’s soUj 
Who knows if he, inheriting their guilt. 

Was not at birth condemn’d to share their fate ? 

Or whether God exempts him from the*Gurse, 

And will for David’s sake his pardon seal? 

Ah ! his sad state when Heaven gave him^me 
Eeturns each moment to alarm my soul. 
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With slaupflfter’d princes was the chamber fyll ; 
Dagger in hand, th* inexorable Queen 
To bloodshed urged her barbarous soldiery, 

And eagerly her murderous course pursued ! , 

Young Joash, left for dead, there met my eyes ; 

I seem te see his terror-stricken nurse 
Still vainly crouching at the assassin’s feet, 

His drooping form clasp’d to her feeble breast. 

I took him stain’d with blood. Bathing liis face 
My c(ipious tears restored his vanish’d sense • 

And, whether yot with fear or fond caress, 

I felt the pressure of his tender arms. 

Great God, forbid my love should be his^baiio. 

Last relic of the faithful David now. 

^red in Thine House, and taught to love Thy Law, 
He knows no other Father than Thyself. 

If, ready to attack a murderous Queen, 

Faith falters trembling at the danger nigh ; 

If flesh and blood, disquieted this day, 

Have shed too many tears, alarm’d for him ; 

Heir of Thy holy promise, guard him well. 

And for such weakness punish only me ! 

JEHOIADA. 

Thy tears, Jehosheba, no blame deserve. 

But God would have us trust Him as a Father. 

He visits not with blind resentment sins 
Of knpious ancestors on pious sons. 

All that remains of faithful Israel still 
Will come to-day here to renew their vows ; 

Deep as their reverence for David’s race, 

They hold abhorr’d the child of Jezebel ; 

Joash vrtll move them with his modest grace, 
SeeAiing to liglft anew the glorious pifst ; 

And the Lord’s Voice, making our cause His own, 
WjM in His Temple to their hearts appeal. 

Two faithless kings in turn have Him defied. 

Now must a monarch to the throne be raised 
Whose grateful memory shall bless the day 
When God by His own priests his rights restored, 
Whp pluck’d him from th’ oblivion of the tomb, 
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And David’s Jamp rekindled when put out. 

Great God, if Thy forekuowled<^e sees him base, 

Bent to forsake the paths that David trod, 

Then let him be like fruit ere ripeness pluck’d 
Or flower wither’d by a noisome blast ! 

But if this child, obedient to Thy will. 

Is destined to advance Thy wise designs. 

Now let the rightful heir the sceptre sway, 

Give to my feeble hands his pow’rful foes, 

And baffle in her plots a criud Queen. 

Vouchsafe, my God, on Nathan and on h(?r 
That spirit of blind foolishness to pour 
Which leads deluded monarchs to their fall f 
No more; fare well. Our children with them bring 
Maidens, of holiest stock the hallow’d seed. 


Scene 3, 

Jehosheba, Zachariah, Salome, Chorus. 

JEHOSHEBA. 

Dear Zachariah, go, nor stay thy steps, 

Accompany thy venerable sire. 

Daughters of Levi, young and faithful band, 
Whom with His zeal the Lord already fires, 

Who come so often here to share my sighs. 
Children, my only joy in griefs profound ; 

These gay festoons and coronets of flow’rs 
Once well accorded with our stately feasts. 

But now, alas, when shame and sorrow reign, 

What offering is more fit than one of tears ! 
Already do I hear the solemn trump, 

Soon will the Temple doors be opened wide, ^ 
While thither I myself prepare to go, 

Sing, praise the God whose presence here ye seek. 
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Scene 4. 

The Chorus. 

ALL THE CHORUS SINGS. 

His glory fills the universe sublime, 

Lift to this Gk)d for aye the voice of prayer ! 

He reign’d supreme before the b>rth of Time; 

Sing of His loving care. • 

ONE VOICE (alone). 

Vainly imrighteous force 

Would still His people’s praise that must have course ; 

His ^ame shall i)eri8li ne’er. 

Day tells to day His pow’r, from time to time ; 

His glory fills the universe sublime ; 

Sing of His loving c-are. 

ALL THE CHORUS R15PEATS. 

His glory fills the universe sublime ; 

Sing of His loving care. 

ONE VOICE (alone). 

He paints the flow’rs with all their lovely hues ; 

The fruit to ripeness grows, 

* For daily He bestows 

The day’s warm sunshine, and the night’s cool dews. 
Nor does the grateful earth t’ o’erpay the debt refuse. 

^ ANOTHER VOICE. 

The sun at His command spreads joy around, 

’Tis fjoni His bounteous hand its light proceeds ; 
Blit in His Law, so pure, so holy found, 

^ We hail His richest gift to meet our needs, 

, ANOTHER. 

Oh ! mount of Sinai, let the memory stay 
Of that for ever great and famous day, 
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Wheu oiji thy flaming head, 

In clouds conceal’d, the Lord reveal’d 
To mortal eyes a ray from His own glory shed. 
Tell us, why glow’d those lightning fires up there, 
Why roll’d the smoke, why peal’d in troubled air 
Thunder and trumpet’s blare ? * 

Came He that, back to primal Chaos hurl’d. 

On its foundations of past ages whirl’d. 

Came He to shake the world ? 


ANOTHER. 

He came that He Jbo Israel might reveal 
Th’ immortal lustre of His holy Law ; 

He came that to their hearts He might api^eal, 

To claim their lasting love, based upon reverent awe. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

O Law divine and full of grace { 

Justice and goodness all supreme ! 

What reason and what joy extreme, 

Our love and trust in such a God to place ! 

ONE VOICE (alone). 

From slavery’s yoke He did our fathers save, 

And for their desert-food sweet manna gave ; ’ 

To us He gives His Laws, all gifts above 
Save of Himself ; for all He only claims our love. 

THE CHORUS. 

Justice and goodness* all supreme! 

THE SAME VOICE. 

For them divided He the waters of the sea, 

From the dry rock He made the torrent stretim ; 

To us He gives His Laws, all gifts above 
Save of Himself, for all He only claims our love. 
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THE CHORUS. 

O Law divine and full of grace ! 

What reason, and what joy extreme, 

Our love and trust in such a God to place ! 

ANOTHER VOICE (olone). 

You who can only know a servile fear. 

Whose thankless souls God’s goodness fails to move ; 
Does il to you so hard a task appear, • 

So difficult to love ? 

Slaves dread the tyrant^ s lash tliat makes them smart. 
But children feel a love that binds the heart ; 

To share God’s lavish bounty you are fain, 

But not to love again ! 

ALL THE CHORUS, 

O Law divine and full of grace ! 

Justice and goodness all supreme ! 

What reason and what joy extreme. 

Our love and trust in such a God to place ! 


ACT IL 
Scene 1. 

Jehosheba, Salome, Chorus. 

• JEHOSHEBA. • 

Maidens, it is enough ; your songs must cease ; 
’j^ns time for us to join the public prayers. 

The hour is com^ to celebrate the feast, 

And in our turn before the Lord appear. 
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Scene 2. 


J^HOSHEBA, ZaCHARIAH SalOME AND ChORUS. 

f 

JEHOSHEBA. 

What do 1 see ? My son, what brings thee back ? 

So pale and breathless, whither dost thou run ? 


Mother ! 


ZACHARIAH. 


JEHOSHEBA. 

Speak, then ! 


ZACHARIAH. 

The Temple is profaned ! 

JEHOSHEBA. 

What ? 

ZACHARIAH. 

And the altar of the Lord forsaken ! 


JEHOSHEBA. 

I tremble. Quickly tell thy mother all. 

ZACHARIAH. 

My falher, the High Priest, with all due rites 
Presented to the Lord, Who feeds mankind, 

The first loaves of the harvest we have reap’d, 
And then, while offering with blood-stain’d hands 
The stnoking inwards of the victims slain 
And, standing by his side, Eliakim 
Help’d me to serve him, clad in linen stole ; * 

While with the blood of sacrifice the priests 
Sprinkled the altar and the worshippers f 
There rose a tumult, and the people turn’d. 
Sudden astonishment in every eye. 

A woman — is to name her blasphemy ? — 

A woman — it was Athaliah’s self. 
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JEHOSHEBA. 

Great Heav’n ! 

ZACHARIAH. 

Within the court reeervecl for men 
This woman enters with uplifted brow. 

Yea, and attempts to pass the limit set. 

Where none but Levites have a right to come. 

The people fly, all scatter’d in dismay ; 

My f^-ther — ah, what wrath blazed from his eyes ! 
Moses' to Pharayh seem’d less terrible, 

Go, Queen,” my father said, ‘‘ and leave this idace, 
Bann’d to thy sex and thine impiety ! 

Comest to brave the majesty of God ? 

And then the Queen, fiercely confronting him, 
Seem’d as in act to utter blasphemies ; 

I know not if the Angel of the Lord 
Appear’d before her with a glittering sword, 

But straight her tongue seem’d frozen in her moiitli, 
And all her boldness utterly abash’d ; 

She could not move her eyes, in terror fix’d 
And strange suqu'ise on young Eliakim. 

JEHOSHEBA. 

What ! Did he sthud there in her very sight ? 

ZACHABTAH. 

We both stood gazing on that cruel Queen, 

Stricken with eqiial horror at our hearts ; 

But soon the priests encompass’^ us around, 

And forced us to withdraw. I came to thee. 

To tell the outrage done ; I know no more. 

» 

• JEHOSHEBA. > 

Ah I she would doubtless tear him from our anns, 
IjjI’en at God’s altar hunting for her prey. 

Perchance, ere now, this child of many tears — 

Oh God, remember David, see and save ! 

d 

SALOME. 

Who is he, thus to cause your tears to flow ? 
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« ZACHABIAH. 

Why should his life be threaten’d ? Can it be ? 

• SALOME. 

What can the boy have done to enrage the Queen«P 

ZACHABIAH. 

What fear they from a helpless orphan child ? 

JEHOSHEBA. . 

She comes ! She must not see us, let us go. 


Scene 3. 

Athaliah, Abneb, Hagab, Attendants op Athaliah. 

HAGAB. 

Madam, why stay in such a place as this, 

Where every sight offends and wounds thine eye ? 

Leave to the priests this temple where they dwell : 

Fly from this scene of tumult ; and within 
Thy palace, lull each troubled sense to rest. 

ATHALIAH. 

I cannot. Thou dost see me vex'd and weak. « 

G-o thou, send word to Mattan that he come 
With haste : oh ! happy still, if by his aid 
1 find that peace 1 seek, and seek in vain ! 

{She seats herself,) 


Scene 4. 

Athaliah, Abneb, Attendants of, Athaliah. 

ABNEB. t 

Madam, forgive me if 1 dare defend him. 

His zeal should not surprise you. For the God, 
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Whom we aflore, Himself ordain’d it so, ^ 

And gave us charge to guard his altar well ; 

The work of sacrifice to Aaron’s sons, 

And to the Levites place and task assign’d ; 

To their descendants strictly He forbade 
All fello’sfship with other deities. 

Art thou the wife * and mother of our kings, 

A stranger to our customs on this point ? 

Dost thou not know our laws ? And must to-day- 
But l^attan comes : with him I leave th^e now. 

* ATHALIAH. 

We need thy presence, Abner. Let it i>^ss, 
Jehoiada’s presumptuous insolence, 

With all that heap of superstitions vain 
Which bid you keep your Temple to yourselves : 

A subject far more urgent wakes alarm. 

I know that from a child, rear’d in the camp, 
Abner is generous, knowing how to pay 
Alike to God and King the debt he owes. 

Etemain, 


Scene 5, 

Athaliah, Abner, Mattan, Attendants op Athaliah. 

MATT AN, 

• Great Queen, is this a place for thee ? 

What trouble stirs, what terror chills thine heart ? 

What dost thou in the midst of enemies? 

Barest thou this unhallowed fane approach ? 

Hast thou that bitter hatred cast away — 

• ATHALIAH. 

Both of you*lend me an attentive ear. 

I ^ not wish now to recall the past. 

Nor give account to you for blood I shed • 

A sense of duty prompted all my acts. 

Nor will I take*for judge a hasty crowd ; 

* Racine has “ fiJle ” (daughter) by an oversight. 
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Whate’er they may presume to spread abroad, 

My vindication Heav’n has made its care. 

My pow’r, establish’d on renown’d success. 

Has magnified my name from sea to sea ; 

Jerusalem enjoys profoundest peace ; 

The wandering Arab Jordan sees no more 
Ravage his borders with continual raids ; 

Nor boasts Philistia over Judah now, 

And Syria owns me for a sister Queen. 

Lastly the traitor, who destroy’d my House, 

And e’en to me thought to extend his rage, 

Jehu, fierce Jehu, in ^^maria quails 
Before a mighty rival’s rai)id strokes. 

Whom I incited to attack my foe ; 

And thus th* assassin leaves me mistress here. 

To reap the fruits of policy in peace. 

But for some days a gnawing care has come. 

To check the flood of my prosperity. 

A dream (why should a dream disquiet me ?) 

Preys on my heart, and keeps it ill at ease ; 

I try to banish it ; it haunts me still. 

*Twas deepest night, when horror falls on man. 
My mother Jezebel before me stood. 

Richly attired as on the <lay she died. 

Her pride undaunted by misfortune’s touch. 

That borrow’d brightness still her features wore, 
Which she would paint upon her wither’d face, 

To hide the ravages of ruthless age : 

“ Tremble,” she said, “ child worthy of myself ; 
O’er thee too triumphs Judah’s cruel god, 

And thou must fall into his dreadful hands. 
Whereat I grieve.” With these alarming words, 
Her spectre o’er my bed appear’d to bend ; ^ 

I stretch’d my hands to clasp her ; but 1 found 
Only a hideous mass of flesh and bones, 

Horribly bruised and mangled, dragg’d thro* mire, 
Bleeding and tom, whose limbs the dogS'Of prey 
Were growling over with devouring greed. 


Great God I 


ABNEB. 
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While thus disturb’d, before me rase 
The vision of a boy in shining robe, 

Such as the Hebrew priests are wont to wear. 

My drooj^ing spirits at his sight revived : 

But while my troubled eyes, to peace restored, 
Admired his noble air and modest grace, 

I felt the sudden stroke of murdercnis 
riungied deeply by the traitor in my brcjist. 
Perhaps to you tjiis dream, so strangely mix’d, 

May seem a work of chance, And I myself, 

For long ashamed to let my fears prevaij, 
lleferr’d it to a melancholy mood ; 

T-^ut while its meinory linger’d in my soul, 

Twice in my sleep I saw that form again, 

Twice the same child before my eyes app(‘ar’d, 
Always about to stab me to the heart. 

Worn out at last by horror’s close pursuit, 

I went to claim Baal’s protecting care, 

And, kneeling at his altars, find repose. 

How strangely fear may sway our mortal minds ! 
And iiisiiiirt seem’d to drive me to those courts, 

To pacify the god whom Jews adore ; 

I thought that offerings might appease his wratli, 
That this their god might grow more merciful. 
BaaFs High Priest, my feebleness forgive ! 

I eister’d ; and the sacrifice was stay’d, 

The people fled, Jehoiada in wrath 
Advanced to meet me. As he spake, I saw 
With terror and surprise that self-same boy 
Who haunts me in my dreams. I saw him there ; 
His midn the same, the same his linen stole, 

His* gait, his eybs, each feature of bis •face; 

It was himself; beside th’ High Priest he walk’d, 
quickly they removed him from my sight. 

That is the trouble which detains me here, 

And thereon w^ould 1 fain consult you both. 
Mattan, what means this omen marvellous ? 
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MATT AN. 

f 

Coincidence so strange fills me with dread. 

^ ATHALIAH. 

But, Abner, hast thou seen this fatal child ? 
Who is he ? What his family, his tribe ? 

ABNER. 

Two children at the altar lend their aid, 

One is the High Aiest’s son, the other is^ 

To me unknown. ' 

, MATTAN. 

Why hesitate to act ? 

Your Majesty must needs secure them both. 

'Tis known how I regard Jehoiada, 

Seeking no vengeance for my private wrongs. 

In all my warnings studying to be fair ; 

But, after all, were this indeed bis son, 

Would he one moment let the guilty live ? 

ABNER. 

Of what crime can a child be capable ? 

MATTAN. 

Heav’n show’d him with a dagger in his hand ; 
And Heav'n is just and wise, nor works in vain. 
What more dost want ? 


ABNER. 

Bui, trusting to a dream ^ 
Say, would’ st thou have us bathe in infant , blood V 
Ye know not yet his father nor his name. 

MATTAN. 

Enough for fear ! I have considered all. * 

If from illustrious parentage he springs, ^ 

His ruin should be hasten’d by his rank ; 

If fate has placed him in a lot obscure. 
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What mattejs it if worthless blood be spilt ? 

Must kings keep pace when justice lags IxdiLid ? 

On promptitude their safety oft depends ; 

No irksome scruples need their freedom check ; 

To be suspected is all one with guilt. 

I 

ABNER. 

Mattan ! Is this the language of a priest ? 

Nursed in the lap of war, in carnage reare<l, 

Stem. agent of the vengeful wratli of Kings, 

’Tis I who now viust urge misfortune’s plea ! 

And thou, who owes! him a father’s love, 

A minister of peace in times of wratli, 

Cloaking resentment with pretended zeal 
Post chafe that blood should flow so tardily ! 

Thou badest me. Madam, speak my honest thought : 
What, then, is this that moves thy fear so much ? 

A dream, a feeble child, whom, it may be 
Too readily thy fancy recognised. 

ATHALIAH. 

Abner, I will admit I may be wrong, 

Heeding too much, perchance, an idle dream. 

More closely then must I behold that child. 

And at my leisure scan his features well. 

Let both the boys be brought before me now. 

* ABNER. 

I fear— 

ATHALIAH. 

What ! Can they fail to grant me this !* 
What jeason could they have to say me no ? 

’Twould rous^ suspicion. Bid Jehosheba, 

Or else her husband bring the children here ; 

I ^n at pleasure use a monarch’s tone. 

Abner, I tell thee candidly, your priests 
Have cause to Mess my kindness hitherto ; 

I know how far they fteely have discuss’d 
My conduct, and abused my sovereign power ; 

And yet they live, and yet their temple stands. 
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But soon, I feel, the limit may be pass’d 
Jehoiada must curb his savage zeal, 

And not provoke my wrath a second time. 

Go. 


Scene 6. 

Athaliah, Mattan, Attendants of AthaliaJi. 

. MATTAN. 

I may now at last in freedom speak,* 

And clearly set the truth before thine eyes. 

A growing monste'r in this temple lurks ; 

A tempest threatens, wait not till it breaks. 

Ere daylight Abner with th’ High Priest conferr’d ; 

Thou knowest well his love for David’s line. 

What if Jehoiada should in their ranks 

Foist this young child with whom Heav’n threatens thee. 

His son or not — 

ATHALTAH. 

Thou hast unseal’d mine eyes. 

And Heaven’s warning vision grows distinct. 

But I would fain be free from every doubt : 

Children will readily betray their thoughts. 

One word will oft disclose some deep design. 

Let me, dear Mattan, see him, question him. 

Go thou, meanwhile, and secret orders give i 

That all my Tyrians quickly arm themselves. 


Scene 7. , 

, c * 

JoASH, Athaliah, Jehosheba, Zachariah, Abner, 
Salome, two Levitbs, Chorus, Attendants 
OP Athaliah. 


JEHOSHEBA {to the TWO 


Levites^. 


Keep constant watch, ye servants of the Lord, 
Over these children, precious and beloved. 
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ABNER {to JeHOSHEBA). • 
Take courage, Princess ; they shall be my charge. 

athaliah. 

Heav'ns ! ^he more closely I examine him,— 

• 'Tis he ! And horror seizes me again. 

{fainting to Joash.) 

Wife of Jehoiada, is this thy son ? 

*• ^ .lEHOSHEBA. 

He, Madam ? 

ATHALIAH. 

He. 


JEHOSHEBA. 

His mother ? No, not L 
(jpointing to Zachabiah.) 

There is my son. 

athaliah {to Joash). 

Who is thy father, child ? 

Answer, thyself. 

JEHOSHEBA. 

Heav’n till this very day — 

ATHALIAH. 

Why in such haste to answer for the boy ? 

It is for him to speak. 


JEHOSHEBA. 

■From one so young 

What revelation canst thou hope to gain ? 

• ATHALIAH. 

The young arc iiyiocent ; and simple truth 
Their honest frankness knows not to disguise : 
Let him explain all that concerns himself. 

II. A A 
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- JEHOSHEBA (aside). 

Great God, put now Thy wisdom iu his mouth ! 

ATHALI\H. 

What is thy name ? 

JOASH. 

My name’s Eliakim. 

ATUALIAH. 

Thy father? 

JOASH. 

Fatherless, they say, I am, 

Cast since my birth upon the arms of God ; 

I never knew my parents, who they were. 

ATHALIAH. 

Hast thou no parents ? 

JOASH. 

They abandon’d me. 

ATHALIAH. 

How ? and how long ago ? 

JOASH. 

When I was born. 

ATHALIAH. 

Where is thy home ? This can at least be told. 

JOASH. 

This Temple is my home ; none else I know. 

ATHALIAH. 

Where waat thou found? Hast thou been told of that ? 
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JOASH. 

'Midst cruel wolves, ready to eat me up. 

ATHALIAH. 

Who placed thee in this temple ? 

JOASH. 

One xinknown, 

She gave no name, nor was she seen again. 

*• 

ATHALIAH. 

Whose guardian hands preserved thine iufant years ? 

JOASH. 

When did God e’er neglect His children’s needs ? 

The feather’d nestlings Ho provides with food, 

And o’er all nature spreads His bounty wide. 

Daily I pray ; and with a Father’s care 
He feeds me from the sacied offerings. 

ATHALIAH. 

New wonder comes to trouble and perplex ! 

The sweetness of his voice, his infant grace 
Unconsciously make enmity give way 
To — can it be compassion that I feel ! 

ABNER. 

Madam, is this thy dreaded enemy ? 

’Tis evident thy dreams have played thee false ; 
Unless thy pity, which now seems to vex, 

Should Ite the fatal blow that terrified. 

• • 

ATHALIAH (to JoASH and Jehosheba). 

Wlay are ye leaving ? 

jehosheba. 

• Thou hast heard his tale : 

His presence longer might be troublesome. 
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^ ATHALIAH (to JoASH). 

Nay, child, come back. What dost thou all the day ? 

I JOASH. 

I worship God, and hear His Law explain’d ; 

His holy volume I am taught to read, 

And now to write it has my hand begun. 

ATHALIAH. 

What says that Law ? 

JOASH. 

Tliat God requires our love, 
Avenges, soon or late, His Name blasphemed, 

Is the protector of the fatherless. 

Resists the i)roud, the murderer punishes. 

ATHALIAH. 

I understand. But all within these walls, 

How are they occupied ? 


JOASH. 

In praising God. 

ATHALIAH. 

Does God claim constant service here and prayer ? 

JOASH. 

All else is banish’d from His holy courts. 

ATHALIAH. 

What pleasures hast thou ? ^ 

JOASH. ^ 

Where God?s altar stands, 
1 sometimes help th’ High Priest to offer salt 
Or incense, hear His lofty praises sung. 

And see His stately ritual perform’d. 
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ATHALIAH. 


What ! Hast thou pastime none more sweet than that ? 
Sad lot for one so 3^oung ; but come with me, 

And see mj palace and my splendour there. • 


God’s goodness then would from my memory fade. . 

, ATHALIAH. , 

I would not forc<?thee to forgot Him, child. 


Thou dost not pray to Him. 


ATHALIAH. 


But thou shalt pray. 


There I should hear another’s name invoked. 


ATHALIAH. 

I serve my god : and thou shalt worship thine. 
There are two j)Owerful gods. 


Thou miisl fear mine ; 
He only is the Lord, and thine is naught. 

ATHALIAH. 

Pleasures untold will I provide for thee. 


The happiness of sinners melts away. 


ATHALIAH. 


Of sinners, who are they? 
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JEHOSHERA. 




A child — 


Madam, excuse 


ATHALIAH. 

I like to see how ye have taught him ; 
Aud thou hast pleased me well, Eliakim, 

Being, and that past doubt, no common child. 
See thou, I am a queen, and have no heir ; 
Forsake this huimble service, doff this garb. 

And I will let thee share in all my wealth ; 
Make trial of my promise from this day ; 

Ihjsidc me at my 4^ble, everywhere. 

Thou shalt receive the treatment of a son. 


JOASH. 

A son! 

ATHALIAH. 

Yes, speak. 

JOASH. 

And such a Fatlier leave 

For — 

ATHALIAH. 

Well, what? 

JOASH. 

Such a mother as thyself ! 

ATHALIAH {to JeHOSHEBA). 

His memory is good ; in all he says 
I recognise the Icssgns ye have given. • 

Yes, this is how, corrupting guileless youth, 

Ye both improve the freedom ye enjoy, 

Inciting them, to hatred and wild rage, 

[Jntil they shudder but to hear my namb. 

JEHOSHEBA. * 

Can our misfortunes be conceal’d from them ? 
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All the worll knows them ; are they not thy hoast ? 

ATHALIAH. 

Yea ; with just wrath, that I am proud to own, 

My parejts on my offspring I avenged. 

Gould I see sire ' and brother massacred, 

My mother from the palace roof cast down, 

And the same day beheaded all at once 
(Oh, horror !) fourscore ** princes of the blood ; 

And to avenge a pack of prophets slain, 

Whose dangeroffs frenzies Jezebel had curb’d. 

Have queens no heart, daughters no filial love. 

That I should act the coward and the skive. 

Too pitiful to cope with savages, 

By rendering death for death, and blow for blow ? 

David’s posterity from me received 
Treatment no worse than had my father’s sons ! 

Where should I be to-day, had I not quell'd 
All weakness and a mother’s tenderness. 

Had not this hand of mine like water shed 

My own heart’s blood, and boldly check’d your plots ? 

Your god has vow’d implacable revenge ; 

Snapt is the link between thine house and mine, 

David and all his offspring I abhor, 

Tho’ born of mine own blood 1 own them not. 


• JEHOSHEBA. 

Thy plans have prospered. Let God see, and judge ! 


ATHALIAH. 


Your god, forsooth, your only refuge left, 
WJiat will be( 3 pme of his predictions now ? 

Let him present you with that promised King. 
TJat SonW David, waited for so long, — 

We meet again. Farewell. I go content^: 

I wished to 8ee,«and 1 have seen. 


' Ahab was Tn reality mortally wounded at the battle of Ramoth 
Gilead. (1 Kings sxii, 34.) 

> Seventy, aaoording to 2 Kings x, 7, 
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ABNER (to JeHOSHEBA). 

The trust 

1 undertook to keep, I thus resign. 


JoASH, Jehosheba, Zachabiah, Salome, Jehoiada. 

Abner, Levites, the Chorus. 

• • * 
JEHOSHEBA (to JeHOIADA^^. 

My lord, did’st hear the Queen’s presumptuous words ? 

JEHOIADA. 

I heard them all, and felt for thee the while. 

These Levites were with me ready to aid 
Or perish with you, such was our resolve. 

(To JoASH, embracing him.) 

May God watch o’er thee, child, whose courage bore, 
Just now, such noble witness to His Name. 

Thy service, Abner, has been well discharged ; 

I shall expect thee at fch’ appointed hour. 

I must return, this impious murderess 

Has stain’d my vision, and disturb’d my prayers ; 

The very pavement that her feet have trod 
My hands shall sprinkle o’er with cleansing blood. 


Scene 9, 

Chorus. 

I 1 

one of the maidens forming THE CHORUS. 

What star has burst upon our eyes ? 

What shall this wondrous child become bne day P 
Vain pomp and show he dares despise 
Nor lets those charms, where danger lies, 

Lead his young feet from God astray. 
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ANOTHER VOICE. 

Wliile all to Baal’s altar flock, 

And for the Queen their faith disown, 

A child proclaims that Israel's Rock • 
^ Is the eternal God alone. 

And though this Jezebel may mock, 
Elijah’s spirit he has shown. 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

Who will ijie secret of thy birth explain ? 
Dear child, some holy prophet lives in thee again ! 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

Thus grew the gentle Samuel of yore, 

Beneath the shadow of God’s dwelling-place ; 
And he became the hope of Israel’s race, 

To guide and comfort ; this be thou and more ! 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

Oh ! blest beyond compare, 

The child who knows His love, 

Who early hears His voice, and keeps with care 
The teaching he receives from God above ! 

Far severed from the world, from birth endued 
With all the gifts of Heaven, 

No evil influence has imbued 
fils innocence with sin’s infectious leaven. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

A happy youth he spends, 

Whoi^i. the Lord teaches, whom the Lord defends \ 

■ • • 

THE SAME VOICE (aloue). 

• As in sequester’d vale, 

• ^Vhere a clear streamlet flows, • 
Shelter’d from every stormy gale 
Darling of ISlature, some young lily grows. 

Far severed from the world, from birth endued 
With all the gifts of Heaven, 



m 


BACINE’s tWOBES. 


[act II. 


No evil influence has imbued * 

His innocence Vith sin’s infectious leaven. 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

Meat more than tongue can tell, 

The child whom God inclines to keep His statutes cvell ! 

ONE VOICE (alone). 

With faltering steps doth dawning Virtue tread 
'Mid countless perils that beset the way ; ^ 

What hindrances and snares for hiqjL are spread 
Who seeks Thee, Lord, and fears from innocence to 
stray ! 

Where can IChy saints a shelter find. 

With foes in front and foes behind ? 

Sinners fill all the earth, my God, look where we may. 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

Palace and City, David loved so well, 

0 Mount, where God Himself long deigned to dwell, 

What has thy crime that draws down vengeance been ? 
What sayest thou, dear Zion, to behold, 

Seated where sat thy kings from days of old. 

An impious foreign Queen ? 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

What sayest thou, dear Zion, to behold 
An impious foreign Queen, 

Seated where sat thy kings from days of old ? 

THE SAME VOICE Continues. 

Where once the Lord was bless’d, 

Father and God confess’d, » 

Where David’s holy* strains so sweet had keen, 

What sayest thou, dear Zion, to behold ^ 

Cursing the Name thy kings adored of old, c. 

Praising her owb false gods, an impious foreign Queen ? ^ 

ONE VOICE (alone). 

How often. Lord, how often yet shall we 
Against Thee rising up the wicked see ? 
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They with unhallow’d feet Thy courts defile, 

And all who worship Thee as fools r^le. 

. How often, Lord, how often yet shall we 
Against Thee rising up the wicked see ? 

• ANOTHEK VOICE. 

Ah, what avails, say they, this virtue stem, 

That from sweet Pleasures voice 
Morosely bids you turn ? 

Your God does naught for you to justify your choice. 

ANOTHEE VOICE. • 

Where Pleasure leads, laughter and song be ours 
Thus speak those impious throngs : 

Care for the future to dull fools belongs. 

To passion give the reins, cull the sweet flow^’s ; 
Too quickly at the best years take tlieir flight, 
Who knows if he shall see to-morrow’s light ? 

Let us to-day enjoy life’s fragrant bowers ! 

ALL THE CHOEUS. 

Let tears and terrors. Lord, their portion be, 

These outcast wretches, who shall never see 
Thy holy city with eternal glory crown’d ; 

Be ours, on whom Thy beams immortal shine, 

To hymn Thy gifts divine. 

Be ours with voice of praise Thy majesty to sound ! 

ONE VOICE (alone), 

. Of all tfieir false delights what will remain 

To souls absorb’d therein ? As visions vain, . 

* That vanish with the dawning day, 

When they awaken with dismay ! 

While fol* the poor Thy table shall be spread. 

Deep shall they drain the cup of judgment dread 
That ^ou shalt offer to all such as they, 

When Mercy’s hour has fled. 
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ALL THE CHORUS. 

t- 

Oh, wakotiing of dismay 
From dream too quickly sped. 
From error’s dangerous sway ! 


ACT III. 

Scene 1. ‘‘ 

Matt^n, Nabal, the Chorus. 

MATTAN. 

Oo, damsels : let Jehosheba be told 

That Mattan would in private speak with her. 

ONE OF THE MAIDENS OF THE CHORUS. 

Mattan ! May Ood in Heav’n confound his plots I 
napal. 

They all disperse in flight without reply I 
mattan. 

Let us draw near. 


Scene 2. 

Zachabiah, Mattan, Nabal. 

k ** 

ZACHABIAH. 

Bash man, where would’st tfiou go?. 
Beware thou doi not step beyond this spot ; ‘ 

This is a dwelling sacred to the priests ; 

Our laws forbid all common entrance here. ^ 

Whom seekest thou ? This solemn day, my sire 
Shuns contact with impure idolatry. 
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And prostrate now before Jehovah’s shrine, 

My mother will not have her pray’r disturbU. 

MATTAN. 

My son, be not distress’d, we will wait here. 

To your-illustrious mother I would speak ; 

1 come charged with a message from the Queen. 


Scene 3. 

Mattan, Nasal. 

NASAL. • 

Their very children ape their insolence ! 

But what means Athaliah now to do ? 

Whence springs this indecision in her plans ? 

This mom, rebuff’d by that presumptuous 2 >riest, 
When dreams had warn’d of danger from a child, 
Her mind was to destroy Jehoiada, 

And in this temple Baai’s altar place. 

With thee to serve liim ; in thy joy I shared, 
Hoiking to gain my part in the rich spoil. 

What made her change her fickle purpose thus ? 

MATTAN. 

She has not been herself these two days j^ast. 
No^more is she the bold, clear sighted Queen, 
With sjurit raised above her timid sex. 

Whose rapid action overwhelm’d her foes, 

Who knew the value of an instant lost : 

Fear and remorse disturb that lofty soul ; 

She wajrers, falters, all the woman now. 

Not long ago ]»» fill’d with bitter wrath 
Her heart glroady moved by threats from Hcav’n. 
Aq4 she, intrusting vengeance to my care, 
me assemble all her guard in haste ; • 

But whether thaf young child, before her brought, 
(A poor, unhappy foundling, as they say,) 
Assuaged the terror that her dream had caused, 
Or seeing in the boy some secret charm. 
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I find her shaken in her dire resolve, « 

Postponing vehgeance to some future day ; 

And fatal strife in all her counsels reigns. 

“ I have inquired,” said I, “ about that child, 

And heai' strange boasts of royal ancestry, 

Hqw to the malcontents, from time to time, 

^ The High Priest shows him, bids the Jews expect 
In him a second Moses, and supports 
His speech with lying oracles.” These words 
Made her brow Hush. Swiftly the falsehood work’d. 
” Is it for me,” she said, “ to pine in doubtj ? ' 

Let us be rid of this perplexity. 

Convey my sentence to Jehosheba : 

Soon shall the fire Le kindled, and the sword 
Deal slaughter, soon their Temple shall be razed, 
Unless, as hostage for thoir loyalty, 

They yield this child to me.” 

NASAL. 

For one unknown. 

Whom chance, may be, has thrown into their arms. 
Will they behold their Temple buried low — 

MATTAN. 

Ah I but no mortals have such pride as they. 

Rather than to my hands resign a child, 

Whom to his God Jehoiada has vow’d. 

He will endure to die the worst of deaths. 

Besides, they manifestly love this child. 

And, if I construe right the Queen’s account, 
Jehoiada knows more than he will say 
Touching his birth. Refusal I foresee, 

In any case, with fata?, consequence, 

The rest be my concern ; with fire and sword 
To wipe this odious Temple from my eyes ^ 

Is my last hopei^ 

NABAL. 

What prompts so fierce a hate ? 

Is it consuming zeal for Baal’s cause? 
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Myself a child of Ishmael, as thou knowest, 
I worship neither thine, nor Israel’s god. 


MATTAN. 

Dost thyik, my friend, that any senseless zeal 
For a dumb idol could my judgment blind, — 

A perishable log, that worms destroy 
In spite of all my efforts, day by day ? 

From birth devoted to the God, who here 
* Is wof shipp’d, Mattan still might be hi% priosi , 

If but the love of grandeur, thirst for pow’r, 
Could be consistent with his stringent yoke. 
Nabal, I hardly need to thee recall • 

The quarrel 'tween Jehoiada and me, 

When against liim I dared the censer claim ; 
They made some stir, my struggle, tears, despair. 
Vanquish’d, I enter’d on a new career, 

And bound mo, soul and body, to the Court. 

By slow degrees I gain’d the ear of kings. 

And soon my voice was deem’d oracular. 

Their hearts I studied, flatter’d each caprice, 

And sprinkled flow’rs for them on danger’s brink. 
'Nothing to me was sacred that they craved, 
Measure and weight I alter’d as they will’d. 

As often as Jehoiada’s blunt speech 
Boldly offended their fastidious ears, 

Sc^ often I had pow’r and skill to charm ; 
Concealing from their eyes unpleasant truths, 
Gilding their savage passion with fair tints. 

And lavish more than all of human blood. 

At length was raised by Athaliah’s hands 
A tettamle to the god she introduced. 

Jerus^em wiih tears the outrage saj^r ; 

The sons of Levi, stricken with alarm, 

A{>peard to Heaven with indignant cries. 
f only, leading cowards in my train, • 
Deserter from tlioir Law. that act approved. 

And Baal’s jpiesthood thereby merited. 

Thus made my rivaTs formidable foe, 

I donn’d the mitre ; march'd along, his peer. 


3^7 
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Still, I confess, e’en at my glory’s height, 
Harass’d by memories of the God I left, 
Some fear remain'd to discompose my soul, 
And this it is that fans and feeds my rage : 
Happy if, wreaking vengeance on His shriue, 
I may reduce His wrath to impotence. 

And amidst ruin, desolation, death, 

^ Lose my remorse in plenitude of crime ! 

Here comes Jehosheba. 


Scene 4. 

Jehosheba, Mattan, Nabal. 

MATTAN. 

Sent by the Queen 
To bring back peace, and hatred drive away, 

Be not surprised that I should thee accost. 
Princess, whose gentle spirit comes from Heav'n, 
A rumour, which of falsehood I suspect. 
Supports the warning that a dream had giv’n. 
Accusing the High Priest of dangerous plots, 
And raising in the Queen a storm of ire. 

I wish not here to vaunt my services. 

Knowing Jehoiada to me unjust ; 

But good for evil is a due return. 

In short, I come commission’d to speak peace. 
Live, keep your feasts without a shade of fear. 
For your obedience she but asks a pledge, — 

(My efforts to dissuade her have been vain). 

This orphan, whom she says that she has seen. 


Eliakim ? 


JEHOSHEBA. 

MATTAN. 


Whereat I feel some shame 
On her account, making an idle dream 
Of too much moment. But unless ye give 





dCENE 4.J ATHAJJAa. 

This child to*me forthwith, her mortal foes 
Ye prove yourselves. Your aoiswer she awaitS, 
Impatient. 

JEH08HEBA. 

These, then, are her words of peace * 

MATTAN. 

And can ye for one moment hesitate 
By slight concession such a boon to ^ain ? 

•• • 

• JEHOSHEHA. 

Strange would it be, if Mattan, free of guile, 

Could trample down th' injustice of his tcart. 
And, after being of all ill contriver. 

Could be the author of some shade of good ! 

MATTAN. 

"What is your grievance ? Has Iho Queen, in rage, 
Sent to tear Zachariah from your arms ? 

He is your son ; the other why so dear ? 

This fondness, in my turn, surprises me. 

What treasure find yo there of priceless worth ? 
Has Heav’n in him sent a deliverer ? 

Bethink you, your refusal may confirm 
A secret rumour that begins to grow. 

^ JEHOBHEBA. 

What rumour ? 

MATTAN. 

That illustrious is his birth. 

And that thy husband hatches some grand part 
For him to play? • 

» JEHOBHEBA. 

A * And Mattan, by this tale^ 

That soothes his rage — 

* MATTAN. 

Princess, it is for thee 
II. B B 
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To disabuse my mind. I know thou would' st. 

As falsehood's ruthless foe, resign thy life 

Sooner than sully thy sincerity 

By the least word that is opposed to truth. 

Hast thou no clue then to this mystery ? 

Is his birth buried in the deepest night ? ? 

Kuowest thou not thyself from whom he sprang ? 
Whose hands they were that gave him to thy spohse ? 
I pause for answer ; ready to believe thee. 

Give glory, Princiess, to the God thou servest. 

t 

JEHOSHEBA. 

Base man, it suites thee well to dare to name 
A God whom thou hast taught men to blaspheme ! 
Can such a wretch as thou invoke His truth. 

Thou on the seat of foul corruption throned, 

Where falsehood reigns and spreads its poison round, 
Whose lip with treachery and imposture teems ! 


Scene 5. 

Jehoiada, Jehosheba, Mattan, Nabal. 

JEHOIADA. 

Where am I ? Is this Baal’s priest I see ? 

Does David’s daughter with a traitor talk, 

And tui*n a listening ear ? Dost thou not fear 
That heath his feet should gape a gulf profound. 

And flames forth issuing straight scorch and consume 
thee. 

Or these walls crush thee falling upon him ? « 

What would he ? Why this bold effrontery ? 

Why comes God’s foe to taint this holy air ? ^ 

t , WtATTAN. 

To rail is but to be Jehoiada ! 

Yet might he well, in reverence for the Queen, 

Show greater prudence, and forbear to insult 
The chosen envoy of her high command. 
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JEHOIADA. • 

With what ill-omened tidings art thou charged ? 

Wlut dreadful mission Lriugs such messenger ? 

^ MATTAN. 

Jchosheba has heard the royal will, 

JEHOIADA. 

Then g^t thee from my presence, impious wretch ; 

G-o, and till up the measure of thy crimes. 

Soon will God make thee join the perjured crew 
Of Dathan, Doeg, and Ahithophel ; • 

The dogs He fed with fallen Jezebel, 

Waiting to glut their fury uix)n thee, 

Besiege thy door, all howling for their prey ! 

MATTAN (in confusion). 

Ere the day close — which of us is to be — 

’Twill soon be seen — ^but, Nabal, let us go. 

NABAL. 

Where dost thou stray ? Is then thy sense distrauglii V 
There lies thy way. 


Scene 6, 

Jehoiada, Jehosheba. 

JEHOBHEBA. 

■ • The storm ’s about to burst i 

The*angry Que^ demands Eliakim. * 

Already th^ begin to penetrate 

Then mystery of nis birth and thy designs, 

Mfttan could all ];^ut tell his father’s name.* 

, 'JEHOIADA. 

Who to the traitor can have giv’n a clue ? 

Thine agitation may have told too much. 
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c JEHOSHEBA. 

I have done all I could to master it : 

And yet, believe me, danj^er presses close. 

Let us •reserve this child for happier times. 

While still our wicked foes deliberate, ^ 

Ere they come round to tear him from our arms, 
Let me, my lord, hide him a second time : 

The gates stand open, and the way is free. 

To wildest deserts must I carry him ? 

Ready am I. I Itnow a secret path, 

By which, without a chance of being seen, 
Crossing the Kedron*s torrent with the lad, 

The wilderness I’*ll gain, where wept of old 
David, in flight from his rel>ellious sou, 

And seeking safety from pursuit like us. 

I sliall fear less for him lions and bears — 

But why reject Jehu’s good offices ? 

Is not the counsel sound that I unfold ? 

Let us in Jehu’s charge this treasure place, 

And one may reach his realm this very day ; 

The way that leads to him is short. Nor starts 
The heart of Jehu from compassion’s touch ; 
l^he name of David he in honour holds. 

Ah ! lives there king so cruel and so hard. 

Unless his mother were a Jezebel, 

Who would not pity such a suppliant’s cry ? 

Must not all nionarchs make his cause their own V 

JEHOIADA. 

What timid counsels, and how boldly urged ! 
Canst thou then place thy hopes in Jehu’s aid? 

C JEHOSHEBA. v 

Does Gk)d forbid all forethought and all care J 
Condemns He not too blind a confidence ? 

Making mankind fulfil His holy ends. 

Is it not God Himself arms Jehu’s hands? 

% 

JEHOIADA. 

Jehu, whom God in His deep wisdom chose 
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Jehu, on wliSin I see thy hopes are based. 

Ungratefully forgets His benefits ; ' ' * 

Ahab’s fierce dauglitm* he has left in peace, 

And follows the vile steps of Israel’s kings. 

Keeps up the shrines of Egypt’s bestial god. 

And on high jJaees rashly dares to burn 
An incense that the Lord our God abhors. 

Jehu too surely lacks the upright heart, 

And clean hands, needed to promote His cause. 

No, we^must cling to God, and Him aloye. 

We must not hide but plainly show the boy. 

With royal diadem around his brow ; 

I e’en intend to advance the appointed lyjur. 

Ere Mattan can mature hi a counterplot. 


Scene 7. 

Jehoiada, Jehosheba, Azabiah (folhioed hy the Chorus, 
a7id a number of Levites). 

JEHOIADA. 

Well, Azariah, is the Temple closed ? 

azariau. 

I have seen all the gates securely l)arr’d. 

JEHOIADA, 

Kemany there none but thou and thine allies ? 

• • 

^ AZARIAH. 

Tjjftce have I gone all round the sacred courts, 

All have fled hence, nor think they of return. 

Scatter’d by panic like a flock of sheep ; 

The holy trib^ are left sole worshippers. 

Never, since they escaped from Pliaraoh’s pow’r. 

Has such dismay as this the people seized. 
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• JEHOIADA. 

Faint-hearted people, bom for slavery, 

Bold only against God ! Let ns pursue 

The w<Jrk we have in hand. But who still keeps 

These children in our midst ? * « 

ONE OP THE MAIDENS FORMING THE CHORTTS. 

Could we, my lord, , 
Sever ourselves from you ? No stranger:^ wc * 
Here, in God’s House, where ranged beside thee stand 
Our fathers and our brothers. 

ANOTHER MAIDEN. 

If to avenge 

The shame of Israel we lack Jael’s pow’r, 

Who pierced the temples of God’s impious foe, 

We may at least for Him our lives lay down ; 

When for His threaten’d shrine your arms shall fight. 
At least our tears may to His throne appeal. 

JEHOIADA. 

Lo, what avengers of Thy holy cause, 

0 Wisdom infinite, — these priests and babes ! 

But, Thou supporting, who can make them fall ? 

Thou canst, at will, recall us from our graves, 

Canst wound and heal, canst kill and make alive. 

.They put no trust in merits of their own. 

But in Thy Name, for thorn so oft invoked. 

Thy promise to the holiest of their kings, ^ 

This Temple where Thou dost vouchsafe tc^ dwell, 
Destined to last long as the sun in heaven. ^ 

Why throbs my heart with holy ecstasy ? 

Is it God’s Spitit thus takes hold of me, ^ 

Glows in my breast, speaks, and unseals mine eyes ? 
Before me spread dim distant ages rise. ' r 
Ye Lcvites, let your melodies conspire 
To fan the flame of inspiration’s fire. 
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THE CUOBUS (singing to the accompaniment of musical 
instruments'), * 

Lord, be Thy voice to our dull ears conveyed, 

Thy holy message to our hearts be borne, , 

As to the tender blade 

Comef, in the spring, the freshness of the morn ! 

JEHOIADA. 

Ye heavens hear my voice ; thou earth give eai* : 

'I'hat Uie Lord sleeps, no more let Israel ft^ar : 

The Lord awakt% ! Ye sinners, disappear ! 

(The music hegins again, and Jehoiada immediately 
resumes,) • 

How has pure gold changed into worthless lead? 

What Pontiff’s blood is at the alhir shed ? 

Weep, Salem ; faithless city, weep in vain ! 

Thy murderous hands have God's own prophets slain : 
Therefore His love for th(*e hath banish'd been, 

Thine incense is to Him a smoke tinolean. 

Oh, whither are these tender captives led ? 

The Lord the queen of cities hath discrown'd, 

Cast off her kings, her priests in fetters bound ; 

Within her streets no festal throngs are found : 

The Temple falls 1 high leap the flames with cedar fed ! 
Jerusalem, sad spectacle of woe, 

How in one day thy beauty disappears I 
Would that mine eyes might be a fount of tears, 

To weep thine overthrow ! 

AZARIAH. 

Oh, holy shrine ! 

^ JEHOSHEBA. 

Oh, David ! 

THE CHOBtrs. 

• Lord, restore. 

Favour to T^jine own Zion, as of yore ! 

^(The music begins again, and Jehoiada, a moment after* 
wards, breaks in upon it,) 
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JEHOIADA. 

AVhat new Jerusalem is this draws nigh, 

With beams of light that from the desert shine ? 

She hears upon her brow a mark divine : 

Ye peoples, raise your joyous song on high ! 

Zion is born anew, far fairer to the eye. 

From every side a gathering crowd I view, 

C children that thine own bosom never knew ; 

Jerusalem arise, lift up thine bead! 

Thy glory fills with wonder all these kings, 

Each monarch of the earth his homage brings. 

Her mightiest kiss the dust where thou dost tread ; 

All press to halt the li^i^ht around thee shed. 

BlessM be he whose soul with ardour glows 
To see fair Zion riise! 

Drop down your dews, ye skie'<, 

And let the earth her Saviour now disclose ! 

^ JBHOSHEBA. 

Ah, whence may wo expect a gift so rare. 

If those, from whom that Saviour is to spring, — 

JEHOIADA. 

Prepare, Jehosheba, the royal crown, 

Which David wore upon his sacred brow : 

{To the Levites ) 

And ye, to arm yourselves, come, follow me 
Where are kept hidden, far from eyes profane, 

That dread array of lan<3es, and of swords. 

Which once were drench’d with proud Philistia’s blood, 
And conquering David, full of years and fame. 

Devoted to the Lord who shelter’d him. 

Can we employ them‘for a nobler use ? “ 

Come ; and 1 will myself distribute them. 
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Scene 8. 

Salome, the Chorus. 

SALOME. 

What fearful scenes, my sisters, must we see ! 

These arms, great God, strange saeritice portend : 

What inoeiiEe, what firstfruits do they intend 
To ofer on Thijie altar unto Thee P * 

ONE OP THE MAIDENS OP THE CHORUS 

What sight is this to meet our timid eyes ! 

Who would have thought that we should e’er Ixdiold 
Forests of spears arise, 

And swords flash forth, where Peace has dwelt from days 
of old? 

ANOTHER. 

How comes it that, when danger is at hand, 

Our city shows such dull indifference ? 

How comes it, sisters, that for our defence 
E’en valiant Abner leads no succouring band ? 

SALOME. 

Ah ! In a Court that owns no other laws 
Than force and violence, 

Who would embrace the inauspicious cause 
Of youthful innocence P 
Baseness and blind submission there provi<lo 
High lionours that to virtue are denied. 

, • 

ANOTHER MATDiJn. 

When 3anger and disorder grimly frown, 

For whom thus bring they forth the cons^rated crown ? 

f 

^ SALOME. 

The Lord liath deign’d to speak 
But vainly do we seek 
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His prophet's utterance to comprehend. 

Arms He destlTictions upon us to wreak ? 

Or arms He to defend ? 

• ALL THE CHOEUS BingS. 

Promise and threat ! What may this mystery be ! 
t. What evil and what good in turn foretold ! 

How with such anger can such love agree ? 

Who shall the clue unfold ? 

4 . 

ONE VOICE (alone), * 

Zion shall perish in devouring flame 
And all her beaifty shall be overthrown. 

ANOTHBE VOICE. 

Zion's defence is in Jehovah’s Name, 

His deathless word her sure foundation stone. 

THE FIKST VOICE, 

I see her glory sink before mine eyes ! 

THE SECOND VOICE. 

The spreading radiance of her light I see ! 

THE FIRST VOICE. 

Plunged in the deepest gulf of misery ! 

THE SECOND VOICE. 

Zion uplifts her forehead to the skies ! 

THE FIEST VOICE. 

What ruin ! 

THE SECOND VOICE. 

EnSless life to her belongs ! * 

V 

What cries of pain 1 


THE FIRST VOICE. 
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THE SECOND VOICE. ^ 

Hark to victorious songs ! 

A THIRD VOICE. 

Ceas^these perplexing thoughts to trace, 
God will the mystery solve, we know not how. 

ALL THREE VOICES. 

Bc'fove His wrath in reverence let ns bq^, 

And let our hopes His love embrace. 

ANOTHER VOICE. , 

The heai-t. whose love is Thine, 

My God, who can disturb its peace ? 

Thy will supremo its guiding star doth shine, 
With beams that never cease : 

What happiness in earth or heav’n can he 
Like peace that keeps in sweet tranquillity, 

The heart that loveth Thee ? 


ACT IV. 

Scene 1. 

JoASH, Jehosheba, Zachariah, Salome, a Levite, the 
Chorus. 

SALOME. 

With* s*tep majestic, by my mother’s. side. 

Comes with my brother young Eliakim, 

Si|ters, wRat bear they wrapp’d within those veils ? 

What means that sword carried in front ctf them ? 

^ jehosheba (to Zachariah). 

My spn, with reverence on this table place 
Tlie awful volume of our holy Law. 
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And thou, my sweet Eliakim, lay here, 

Close to the hbok of God, this diadem. 

Levite, it is Jehoiada’s command, 

Let David’s sword be placed beside his crown. 

c 

JOASH. 

; Dear Princess, tell me, what new sight is this ? 

The sacred scroll, the sword, the diadem ? 

Since God within His Temple shelter’d me, 

No preparation have I seen like this. 

JEHOSHEBA. 

Soon will thy won<fering doubts he clear’d, my son. 

JOASH. 

Try not that diadem upon my brow ! 

’Tis profanation of the glorious dead ! 

The King who wore it claims more reverence. 

A poor unhappy child, left for the bears — 

JEHOSHEBA {trying the crown upon him). 
Let be, my son : thus lias it been enjoin’d. 

JOASH. 

But do I hear thee sob ? Princess, thy cheeks 
Are wet with tears ! What pity tou(;hes thee ? 

Am I, as Jephthah’s daughter was of old. 

To be presented for a sacrifice, 

And, by my death, appease the wrath of Gk)d ? 

A son has naught his Father may not claim. 

Ah me ! 

JEHOSHEBA. 

Lo, here is one who will declare God’s will 
To thee, alone ; fear not. 

Gome, let us go. 
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Scene 2* 

JOASH, JeHOIADA. 

JOASH (running into the High Priest's annsY 
. Father ? 

JEHOIADA. 

My son ! 

JOASH. 

What proparatioif s hen^ ? 

JEHOIADA. 

’'Pis right, my son, that thou shoukVst tnow the truth, 
And, sooner than all others, learn God’s will, 

His purpose for His people and for thee. 

Arm thee with courage, and renew thy faith. 

The time is come to prove that fervent zeal 
Which I have cherish’d in thy heart with care. 

And to discharge the debt due to thy God. 

Art thou resolv’d to show a generous mind ? 

JOASH. 

Yea, ready if He will to give my life. 

JEHOIADA. 

Oft hast thou heard the story of our kin^s; 

DJst bear in mind, my son, how strict tlio laws 
A king must follow, worthy of the (Town r* 

JOASH. 

Wise ljings, for thus hath God Himself declared, 

Will not rply on riches and on gold, • 

But fear the Lord their God, regarding still 
I^s precepts, and His judgments, and His laws. 

If or yoke oppressive on their brethren lay* 

JBHIflADA. 

But wert thou bound to copy one such king, 

Which would’st thou choose to imitate, my son ? 
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Jt>ASH. ^ 

There seems to me none worthy to compare 
With faithful David, full of love divine. 

4 

JEHOIADA. 

Thou would ’st not follow then the erring steps 
* Of faithless Joram and his impious son ? 

JOASH. 

Father ! * 

1 

JEHOIADA. 

Proceed, tyid tell me all thy mind. 

JOASH. 

Whoso resembles them perish as they ! 

(Jekoiab A prostrates hirnself at his feet,). 
Father, why dost thou kneel before my face ? 

JEHOIADA. 

I pay thee the respect I owe my King. 

Joash, prove worthy of thine ancestor, 

Of David. 

JOASH. 

Am I Joash ? 

JEHOIADA. 

Thou shalt know 

How graciously God foil’d the savage plot 
Of Athaliah, saving th.ee from death, c , 

Already with the ^gger in thy breast. 

Nor from her fury art thou yet escaped : * 

With the same e^agemess that would erewhile 
Have slain in thee her son’s posterity, ' 

Her cruelty is bent on thy destruction, ^ 
Nor does a change of name elude pursuit. 

But ’neath thy standard I have gather’d here. 
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Prompt to aVenge tliet*, an o})edient band. 

Enter, brave captains of the holy seed, ® 

Honour’d by sacred service in your turns. 


Scene 3. 

JeHOIADA, JoASH, AzARIAH, ISflMAEL, AND THE TIlItRB 
•* OTHER Chiefs of the Lxvites. 

JEHOIADA {contitLuesi). 

Lo there, the King’s avengers ’gainst h?M foes ! 

And there, ye priests, behold your promised King ! 

AZARIAH. 

Why, ’tis Eliakim ! 

ISHMAEL. 

Is that sweet child — 

JEHOIADA. 

The rightful heir of Judah’s kings, the last 
Of hapless Ahaziah's lineage. 

Call’d by the name of Joash, as ye know. 

All Judah, like yourselves, bewail’d the fate 
Of that fair tender flow’r so soon cut down, 

Believing him with all his brethren slain. 

With them he met the traitor’s cruel knife : 

But Heaven turn’d aside the mortal stroke. 

Slept in his heart the smouldering spark of life, 

And^ft nw vjjfe, eluding watchful e^es, 

Convey him in her bosom, bathed in blood, 

And hide^him in the Temple with his nurse, 

X*being i^le accomplice of her theft. 

^ JOA8H. 

Ah, how, my father^ can I e’er repay 
The kin^esB and the love so freely giv’n ? 
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JBHOIADA. 

Tlie time will come to prove that gratitude. 

Look then upon your King, your only hope ! 

My care^has been to keep him for this hour ; 
Servants of God, ’tis yours that care to crown. 

^ The child of Jezebel, the murderess queen, 
Inform’d that Joash lives, will soon be here, 
Opening for him the tomb a second time. 

His death determined, though himself unknown. 
Priests, 'tis for you her fury to forestall. 

And Judah’s shameful slavery to end. 

Avenge your princes slain, your Law restore, 
Make Benjamin and Judah own their King. 

The enterprise, no doubt, is dangerous, 
Attacking a proud queen upon her throne. 

Who rallies to her standard a vast host 
Of hardy strangers and of faithless Jews : 

But He who guides and strengthens me is God. 
Think, on this child all Israel’s hoi>e depends. 
The wrath of God already marks the Queen ; 
Here have I muster'd you, in her despite. 

Nor lack ye warlike arms as she believes. 

Haste, crown we Joash, and proclaim him King, 
Then, our new Prince’s valiant soldiers, march, 
Calling on Him with Whom all victory lies. 
And, waking loyalty in slumbering hearts. 

E’en to her palace track our enemy. 

What hearts, so sunk in sloth’s inglorious sleep. 
Will not be roused to follow in our steps, 

When in our sacred ranks they see advance 
A King whom God has at His altar fed, 

Aaron’s successor, and a train of priests 
Leading to battle Levi’s progeny, 

And in those self-same hands, by all revered, 
The anns that David hallow’d to the Lord ? 

Our God shall s'pread His terror o’er His foes. 
Shrink not from bathing you in heathen blood ; 
Hew down the Tyrians, yea, and Jacob’s seed. 
Are ye not from those famous Levites sprung 
Who, when inconstant Israel wickedly 
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At Siuai wojshipp’d the Egyptig^ji god, 

Tlieir dearest kinsmen slew with righteous ztnil, 

And sanctified their hands in traitors’ blood, 

Gaming the honour, by this noble deed, 

Of serving at the altars of the Lord P 
But I perceive your zeal already fired ; 

•Swear tlfon upon this holy volume, first, 

Before this King whom Heav’n restores to-day, 

To live, to fight, yea, or to die for him ! 

• • AZARIAH. • 

Here swear we, for ourselves and brethren all. 

To establish Joash on his fathers’ throne, 

Nor, having taken in our hands the sword. 

To lay it down till we have slain his foes. 

If anyone of us should break this vow, 

Let him, great God, and let his children feel 
Thy vengeance, from Thine heritage shut out. 

And number’d with the dead disown’d by Thee ! 

JEIXOIADA. 

And thou, my King, wilt thou not swear to be 
Faithful to this eternal Law of God P 

JOASH. 

How could I ever wish to disobey ? 

• JEBOIADA. 

My son, — once more to call thee by that name, — 

Suffer this fondness, and forgive the tears 
Prompted by too well founded fears for thee. 

Far from the throne, in ignorance brought up 
Of ^ill^he j^oisgnous charms of royalty. 

Thou knowest not th’ intoxicating fumes 
Of j)6w’r uftcurb’d, and flattery’s magic spells ; 

Stou will she whisper that the holiest laws* 

Tho* governing the herd, must kings obey ; 

A monarch o^s no bridle but his will ; 

All else must DOW before his majesty ; 

Subjects are rightly doom’d to toil and tears, 

c c 
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c. 

And with a rod of iron should be ruled, l 
F or they will crush him if they be not crush’d. 

Thus will fresh pitfalls for your feet be dug, 

New snares be spread to spoil your innocence, 

Till they have made you hate the truth at last, 

By painting virtue in repulsive guise. 

Alas ! our wisest king was led astray. 

Swear on this book, before these witnesses. 

That God shall be thy first tand constant care ; 

Scourge of the evil, refuge of the good, 

That you will judge the poor as God directs ; 
Kememb’ring how, in simple linen clad, 

Thou wast thyself a helpless oq^han child. 

f* 

JOASH. 

I promise to observe tlie Law’s commands. 

If I forsake Thee, punish me, my God ! 

JEHOIADA. 

I must anoint thee with the holy oil. 

Jehosheba, thou mayest show thyself. 


Scene 4. 

JoASH, Jehoiada, Jehosheba, Zachariah, Salome, 
Azariah, Ishmael, the three other Chiefs of the 
Levitbs, the Chorus. 

JEHOSHEBA (embracing Joash). 

My King, and son of David ! 

JOASH. 

Mother dea/,' ' 

My only mother ! Zachariah, come, 

Embrace thy brother. 

JEHOSHEBA (^0 ZaCHARIAH). 

Kneel before thy kihg, 

(Zachariah casts himself at the feet of Joash.) 
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jehCtada {while they ertthrace one another). 
My children be united ever thus ! 

JEHOSHKBA {to JoASH). . 

Thou k^owest then whose blood lias giv’n thee life ? 

JOASH. 

And who had robb’d me of it, buL for thee. 

JEHOSTIEBA. 

I then may call thee Joash, thy true name. 

JOASH. 

And thee shall Joash never cease to love. 

THE CHORUS. 

Why, there is — 

JEUOSHEBA. 

Joash. 

JEHOIADA. 

Hear this messenger. 


Scene 5. 

Joash, Jehoiada, Jehosheba, Zaceariah, Salome, 
Azariah, Ishmael, the three other Chiefs of the 
Levites, a Levite, the Chorus. 

, ^ A levite. • 

I knpw not what their impious plan may be, 

Bijt everywhere resounds the threatening trump, 

^d amid standards hres are seen to shined, 

The Queen is doubtless mustering her troops ; 

Already, every way of succour closed, 

The sacred mount on which the Temple stands 
Insolent Tyrians on all sides invest ; 
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And one of these hlaspheiiiers now brings woKl 
That Abner iS in chains, so cannot help. 

, JEHOSHEBA (to JoASH). 

Ah ! dearest child, by Heav’ii in vain restored, 

Alas ! for safety I can do no more. 

God has forgotten David and his seed ! 

JEHOIADA {to JeHOSHEBa). 

Dost thon not fear to draw the wrath divine 
Down on thyself, and on the King thou lovest ? 

And e’en tho* God* should snatch him from thine arms, 
And will that David’s house perish with him. 

Art thou not here upon the holy hill, 

Where Abraliam our father raised his hand 
(Obediently to slay his blameless son. 

Nor murmur’d as he to the altar bound 
The fruit of his old age ; leaving to God 
Fulfilment of His promise, though this son 
Held in himself the hope of all liis race ? 

Friends, let us tahe our several posts : the side 
That looks towards the east let Ishmael guard ; 

Guard thou the north ; thou, west ; and thou the south. 
Take heed that no one, with imprudent zeal, 

Levite or priest, unmasking my designs, 

Burst forth in headlong haste before the time ; 

Lot each, as with one common will inspired, 

Wherever placed, till death his post maintain. 

Our foes regard you, in their blinded rage. 

As timid flocks for slaughter set aside. 

And think that yc will scatter in dismay. 

Let Azariah on the King attend. 

^ {To Joabh.) 

Come, precious scion of a vigorous stock, 

And with fresh courage thy defenders fill ; ^ 

Come, don the diadem before their eyes. 

And die, if it must be so, like a King. 
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(To jEHOSBteBA.) 
Follow him, Princess. 


(To a Levite.) • 

Give me tliou those arms. 

{To the Chorus.) 

Offer to God the tears of innocence. 


Scene 6. 

Salome, the Chorus. 

ALL THE CHORUS sinys. 

Go forth, yo sons of Aaron, i;^o : 

NeY(?r did cause of ^^reater fume 
The spirit of your sires inflame. 

Go forth, ye sons of Aaron, pjo : 

’Tis for your God and King this day ye strike the blow. 

ONE VOICE (alone). 

^ Hast Thou no shafts in store, 

That Justice may let fly? 

Art Thou the iealous God no more, 

No longer God of Vengeance throned on high ? 

^ • ANOTHER VOICE. 

Where, Gdd Jacob, is Thy goodness fled? 

With horrors all around us pressing near, 

^•Have but our sins a voice which Thou canst hear ? 
Wilt Thou on UiS no more Thy pardon sh<tl ? 

^ ALL THE CHORUS. 

Where is (Thine ancient lovingkindness fled ? 
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ONE V(g>icB (alone), ^ 

*Tis against Thee that in this fray, 

The wicked set the arrow to the bow ; 

“ Let us destroy His feasts,” say they, 

No longer let the earth His worship show ; 

Nor his vfixatious yoke let mortals longer know. 

His altars overturn, His votaries slay, 

Till of His name and glory 
Remains not e’en the story ; 

Of Him and His Anointed break the sway ” , 

( 

ALL THE CHORUS. 

Hast Thou mo shafts in store. 

That Justice may let fly? 

Art Thou the jealous God no more, 

No longer God of Vengeance throned on high ? 

ONE VOICE (alone). 

Sad relic of our kings, 

Last precious blossom of a stem so fair, 

Ah 1 will the knife this time refuse to spare, 

Which to his breast a cruel parent brings ? 

Toll us, sweet Prince, if o’er thy cradle hovered 
Some Angel that protected thee from death ? 

Or did thy lifeless form in darkness covered, 

At God’s awakening voice resume its breath ? 

ANOTHER VOICE. 

Great God, dost Thou the guilt upon him lay. 

That his jebellious sires forsook Thy way ? 

Is Thy compassion then clean gone for aye? 

. THE CHORUS. , 

Where, God of Jacob, is Thy goodness fled ? 

Wilt Thou no more Thy gracious pardon shed ? 

t 

ONE OF THE MAIDENS OF THE {iHORUS 

(speaking, not singing). ^ 

Hear sisters, cruel* Tyrians hem us ro;md, 

Do ye not hear their trumpets’ dreadful sound ? 
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SALOA^. 

• 

Yea, and I hear them raise their savage cry ; 

I tremble with alarm j 
Haste, let us to our place of refuge fly, 
Where G-od*s Almighty Arm 
Shall in His Temple shelter us from harm. 


ACT V. 

Scene 1. « 

Zachariah, Salome, the Chorus. 

SALOME. 

What news, dear Zachariah, dost thou bring ? 

ZACHABIAH. 

Double the fervour of your prayers to Heav’u ! 
Sister, our latest hour perhaps draws nigh. 

For the dread conflict orders have been giv’n. 

SALOME. 

And what does Joash ? 

ZACHABIAH. 

He has just been crown’d, 
And by the High Priest with the holy oil 
Anoiptcd. Oh, what joy in every eye 
Wefcomed sovereign ransom’d from the tomb, 

A scar still showing where the dagger fell ! 
yRere tdb might have been seen his faithful nurse, 
• Who, almost hidden in a far recess, ^ 

Was watching her loved charge, tho* none but God 
And our d^r mother witness’d her concern. 

Our Levitcs Wept in tenderness and joy. 

Mingling with sobs their cries of glaid delight : ^ 
^^e ’mid these transports, all untouch’d by pride. 
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Gave gracious smiles, wor^s, pressure of the hand ; 

And, swearing to conform with their advice, 

Tliis one his father, that his brother call’d. 

^ SALOME. 

And has our secret reach’d the world without ? 

ZACHAEIAH. 

’Tis known to non^ beyond the Temple walls. 

The sons of Levi, in divided bands, t 

Are ranged in solemn silence at the doors. 

All in an instant r^^ady to rush forth 

And raise the signal shout, “ Long live the King ! ” 

But Azariah has been striclly charged 

To guard the Prince’s life from any risk. 

Meanwhile the scornful Queen, dagger in hand, 

Laughs at our frail defence of brazen doors, 

Awaits the engines that shall break them down, 

And threatens blood and ruin with each breath. 

Some priests, my sister, ventured to advise 

That in a crypt, dug in the days of old, 

We should at least the precious Ark conceal ; 

“ Such fears insult our God,” iny father said, 

“ Shall then the Ark that caused proud tow’rs to fall. 

That drove the waters of the Jordan back, 

And shatter’d to the earth Philistia’s gods, 

Flee from before a shameless woman’s face ! ” 

Our mother, standing near in mortal dread, 

Now to the Prince, now to the altar turns 

Her wavering glance, yielding to mute alarm, 

A sight to make a very savage weep. 

From time to time the King, with fond embijace. 

Soothes her — Dear sisters, follow in my steps, 

And, if this day our King is doom’d to die, * 

Let the same fate with him unite us all. 

( 

1 

BALOME. ^ 

What ruc^e hand knocks with quick repeated strokes ? 
What makes these Levites in confusion run ? 
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Why with fuch caution do they^hide their arms? 
Say, is the Temple forced ? • 


, God seads us Abner. 


ZACHABIAH. 

Your fears dispel, 


^3 


Scene 2. 

Jehoiada, JIhosiieba, Zachakiau, Salome, Abner, 

ISHMAEL, TWO LeVITES, THE ChORUS. 

i 

JEHOIADA. 

Can I trust mine eyes ? 

How did dear Abner find his way to us, 
flight through the oneray*s blockading camp ? 

’Twas said i.liat Athaliah, to insure 
The execution of her cruel jdots, 

Had bound in iron chains thy generous hands. 

ABN ER. 

My lord, she fear’d my courage and my zeal, 

And worse than fetters gave me for reward, 

Confining me within a loathsome den, 

To wait until the Temple should be bum’d, 

And she, unsated still with streams of blood. 

Should come to free me from an irksome life. 

And cut short days, which sorrows to survive 
My princes should have ended long ago. 

, JEHOIADA. 

• • • 

What mijracle procured thee thy release ? 

• ABNER. . 

God only knows how works her cruel heart. 

She sent fo»me ; and said with anxious air, — 

“ Thou seest this temple by my troops beset : 

Soon will the vengeful flames but ashes leave, 
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i 

In spite of all thy god can«do to save. 

Yet upon two Conditions may his priests 
Redeem their lives, but no time must be lost, 

Tliat in my pow'r they place Eliakim, 

With treasure known to them, and them alone, 
Amass’d by David when he reign’d of yore, 
j And left a secret in the High Priest’s charge. 

Go, tell them on these terms I let them live.” 

, JEHOIADA. 

What course, dear Abner, thinkest thou tlfe best ? 

■ ABNER. 

Give her the gold, if it indeed be tru/3. 

That in thy keeping David’s treasure lies, 

And all besides, that from her greedy hands 
Thou hitlierto hast saved, precious and rare. 

Give all ; or thou wilt have vile murderers come, 
To break the altar, burn the cherubim, 

And, on our sacred Ark laying rude hands. 

Stain with thy priestly blood the inner shrine. 

JEHOIADA. 

But, Abner, how can I in honour yield 
To punishment a poor unhappy child. 

Whom God Himself intrusted to my care, 

And save our lives by sacrificing his ? 

ABNER. 

Would to Almighty God, Who sees my heart, 
That Athaliah might forget the boy, ^ 

And be content her cruelty to slake * 

With Abner’s blood, thinking thereby to soothe « 
Her angry gods ! but what avails your care ? 

If ye all perish, ^11 he die the less ? * 

Does God command what is impossible ? 

Wlien, in obedience to a tyrant’s law, 

His mother trusted Moses to the Nile, 

Almost as soon as born, condemn’d to die ; 
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Yet God, a|;ainst all hope, his l*fe ])resorved, 

And made the King himself his childhood roar. 

Who knows His purpose toward Eliakim ? 

E’en Buoh a lot may be for him in store, 

And the fell murderess of the royal seed 
Be ron«4er’d sensitive to pity’s tdiich. 

Not long ago I saw steal o’er her face 

A tender look, that by Jehoaheba 

Was mark’d as well, caliiiing her wrathful mood. 

Prinegss, the hour of danger elsiims th^^ voic'e ! 

What ! Shall Jiehoiada, with thy consent. 

For a mere stranger, let his son and thee, 

Yea all this people, fruitlessly be slain „ 

And flames devour the only spot on earth 

Where God is worshipp’d? \VTiat could ye do more, 

Were he the solo survivor of our Kings, 

Your ancestors ? 

JEHOSHEBA {aside to Jehoiada). 

Thou sees! his loyal heart ; 

Tell him the truth. 

JEHOIADA. 

The time is not yet come. 

ABNEB. 

Tilne is more precious than thou thinkest, Sir. 

While thou art doubting what reply to give, 

Mattan, at Athaliah’s car, demands, 

Burning with rage, a speedy massacre. 

Must I fall prostrate at thy hallow’d knees ? 

N.ow*ift the n|.me of that Most Holy Place, 

Unseen by mortal eye save thme, where dwells 
GotJ’s ; howsoever hard the task, 
iJet us think how to meet the sudden blow. 

I only beg a moment’s breathing space ; 

To-morrow, yea to-mght, I will secure 
The Temple, -and make outrage dangerous. 

But I perceive my words are lost on thee. 

Tears and entreaties pow'rless to persuade, 
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Too strict thy sense of dutj, to give way. ♦ 

Well, find me then some weapon, spear oi sword, 
And, whore the foe await me, at these gates, 

Abner at least can die a soldier’s death. 

f 

JEHOIADA. 

*T yield. Your proffer’d counsel I embrace : 

Abner, we will avert these threaten’d ills. 

’Tis true that David left a treasure here, 

That to my charge yras trusted, the last hope 
Left to the Jews in their calamities ; t 
My watchful care bestowed it secretly. 

But, since we (;anuq,t hide it from your Queen, 

She shall be satisfied, and through these doors 
Enter, attended by her officers ; * 

But from these altars let her keep afar 
The savage fury of her for(Hgn troops. 

And spare the House of God from pillage dire. 
Arrange with her the number of her train. 

Children and priests can small suspicion rouse. 

Touching this child she dreads so much, to thee, 
Knowing thine upright heart, I will unfold 
The secret of his birth, when she can hear ; 

And thou shalt judge between us, if I must 
Place this young boy in Athaliah’s pow’r. 

ABNER. 

I take him under my protection now ; 

Fear naught, my lord. Back to the Queen I haste. 


Scene 3. 

• " » « 
Jehoiada, Jbhosheba, Zacuariah, Salome. ;^shmabl, 
TWO Lbvites, the Chorus. « 

JEHOIADA. 

Great God ! The hour is come that brings Tlfjr prey ! 
Hark, Ishmael. 


{He whisjjera in his ear.) 
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JEHOSHIBA. 

• 

Almiglity King of Heav’n, 

Place a thick veil before her eyes once more, 

As when, making her crime of none effect, 

Thon in my bosom didst her victim hide. 

JEHOIADA. 

Good Islmiael, go, there is no time to lose ; 

Fulfil precisely this important task ; 

And,* above all.^take heed, when she arrives 
And passes, that no tlireatening signs Ih) seen. 

Children, for Joash be a throne prepared ; 

Let our arm'd Levites on liis steps attend. 

Princess, bring hither^ too his trusty nurse. 

And dry the coj^ious fouurain of thy tears. 

(TV) a Levite.) 

Soon as the Queen, rniidly [>resumptfuous, 

Has cross’d the threshold of tlie Temple gates, 

Lot all retreat he made impossible ; 

That vei’y moment let the martial trump 
Wake sudden terror in the hostile camp : 

Call a.ll the people to support their King, 

And make her ears ring with the wondrous talo 
Of Joash by God’s providence preserved. 

He comes. 


Scene 4. 

Jehoiada, Jbhosheba, Zachariah, Salome, Joash, 
Az^]»iah, a Band of Priests and Levites, tub: 
Chords.^ • * 

• jehoiada continues. 

m Ye Levites, and ye priests of God, 

'Range yourselveft round, but do not show yourselves ; 
Leave it to nm to keep your zeal in check, 

And tarry till my voice bids you apj>ear. 

\They all hide themselves,) 
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t 

My King, methinks this hope rewards thy vowsij 
Come, see thy foes fall proArate at thy feet. 

She who in fury sought thine infant life 
Comes hither in hot haste to slay thee now 
But fear her not : think that upon our side - 
Stands the destroying angel as thy guard. 

Ascend thy throne — The gates are opening wide ; 

One moment let this curtain cover thee. 

(He ilmws a curtain.) 

Princess, thy colour changes. 

f 

JEHOSHEBA. 

Can I see 

Assassins fill God’s “house, and not grow pale ? 

Why, look how numerous the ret in m; — 

JEHOIADA. 

I see them shut the Temple doors again. 

All is secure. 


Scene 5 . 

JoASH, Jehoiada, Jehosueba, Abner, Athaltah, 
AND HER Attendants. 

(JoASH 18 hidden behind the curtain,) 

ATHALIAH (to JeHOIADA). 

Deceiver, there thou art ! 

Author of. mischief, plots, conspiracies, 

Whose hopes are all upon disturbance based;^ 

Inveterate foe of sovereign majesty ! 

Dost thou still lean upon thy god’s support, 

Or has that flimsy trust forsaken thee ? 

He leaves thee and thy temple in my pow’r. 

Well might I ontthe altar thou dost serve — 

But no, thine offer’d ransom shall suffice ; “ 

Fulfil what thou hast promised. That youngjDoy^ 
That treasure which thou must to me resign, 

Where are they ? 
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JEH01A»A. 

Straight shalt thou be satisfied ; 

I am about to show them both at once. 

(The curtain is drawn up, Joash is disc(fvered on 
^ his throne; his nurse is Jcneeling on his right; 
Azariau, sword ^ hand, is standing on his left ; ^ 
and near him Zachaeiah and Salome are kneeU 
ing on the steps of the throne ; a number of Lkvites, 
with swords in their hands, are ranged on eiUier 
side.) ^ • 

Appear, dear child, worthy of royal sires. 

Queen, dost thou recognize King DavidCs heir ? 

Observe at least these marks thy dagger left : 

Behold thine offspring, Ahaziah’s son ! 

Welcome King Joash, Abner, people all ! 


Heav’ns ! 


ABNER. 


ATHALIAH, 

Traitor ! 


JEHOIADA. 

See this fait^ f ul Jewess here, 

Whose bosom, as thou knowest, nursed him then. 

Saved from thy fury by Jehosheba, 

Within this temple Qod has guarded him. 

Lo, here is all of David’s treasure left ! 

ATHALIAH. 

Traito{, fraud will but destroy the child : 

Rid me, liy 'fiibldiers, of this vile presence ! 

JEHOIADA. 

Sobers of GkxUdraw near, defend your ifing i 

' ctcLge opens: the interior of the temple 

. %’s shown; and armed Levites enter from all 
^*^ i$iround upon the stage.) 
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( 

ATHALIAH. 

Treason ! Oh, where am I, unhappy Queen ! 

Weapons and enemies on every side ! 


JEHOIADA. 

Thy search is vain, thou canst not ’scape the toils * 
Cast round thee by the God whom thou hast scorn’d. 
Into our hands has He deliver’d thee ; 

Drunken with blood He calls thee to His bar. 


ATHALIAH. 

My warriors are turn’d craven, numb with fear : 
Abner, is this thy coward’s snare ? 

K. 

ABNER. 


As God is witness — 


My Queen, 


Avenge me. 


ATHALIAH. 

Never mind thy god, 


ABNER {throwing himself at the feet of Jo ash). 
Upon whom ? Joash ? My pnnee ? ^ 

">< V 1 

ATHALIAH. 

He Joash ! He thy King ! Bethink you, knaves, 
That ye are still beleaguer’d by my arms ; 

I hear soldiers call me with loud shouts. 

Tremble, ye rebels ! Succour is at band. 



SCENi! 6.] 




ATHALIAH. 


Scene 6 

JoASH, Athaliah, Jehoiada, Ishmael, and all%lie adorn 
in the 2}recedi7Kj scene. 

ISltMAEL (to JpJHC TABa). 

My lord, our foes have left the Temple free ; 
The*i^rciguers are tied, the Jews suhnyt. 

As smoke is diiv’n away before the wind, 

Th* Almighty’s voice this army has dispersed. 

Our Levites, high above the co\irts ani^iud, 

Ahaziah’s son to all ]uoclaim'd, 

Told of his infant lifa saved from the sword, 

And Athaliah’s fall into the snare. 

The trumpets sounded from all sides at once, 

And, mingl(3d with their cries, such terror spread 
Throughout the camp as struck -with wild dismay 
Proud Midian at the flash of Gideon's sword. 

The Tyrians, casting arms and shields away, 

The first, in all directions disappear’d. 

Some Jews, in dazed confusion, shared their flight ; 

The rest for Joash loudly have decLanid, 

Owning herein the guiding hand of God, 

Yea, ali the people, with one heart inspired. 

Women, old men, and babes embrace with joy, 

Blessing Jehovah and the King He sends, 

And hymn the son of David raised to life. 

All in the holy city execrate 

The name of Baal, and destroy liis shrine, 

Mattau is slain. 

• • . 

• • • ATHALIAH. * 

• • Jehovah, thou hast won ! 

Jfes, it is Joash. Vain denial now ! ^ 

’Twas here I gave Oommand to have him slain ; 

He has the mien and features of his sire ; 

I trace his Ifinship with the line 1 hate. 

Thus David triumphs, Ahab is destroy’d. 

Eclentless god, this is thy work alone, 

•• Ilf . . B » 
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With hopes of easy vengeamce luring me, 

Aufl twenty times a day setting my thoughts 
hx conflict, now remorseful for J^his child, 

Now dazzled with the prospect 6f rich Spoil, 

And loatli to give it to devouring flames. 

Well, let him reign, thy care and handiwork ! 

And, to inaugarato his sovereignty, 

Bid him direct this dagger to my heart ! 

This for my grandson is my dying wish, — 

My wish, niy more IJian wish, my trust and hope ; 

That weary of thy law, thy yoke contemii’diij 
True to the blood of Ahab, drawn from me. 

Following his grand^ire’s an d his fathers steps, 

He, David’s heir, shall make himself abhorr’d. 

Profane thine altar, rob thee of thy ktes, 

S 3 avenge Ahab, Jezebel, and me ! 

(Athaliah goes out, the Levitea follow her,) 

JEHOIADA. 

Out of the Temple precincts have her forth 
At once, nor be its holy courts profaned. 

Go, and avenge your princes massacred, 

Whose blood cries out till pacified by hers. 

If auy venture to defend her cause, 

Him let the sword, along with her, devour. 


Scene 7. 

JoASH, JEHOIADA, Jeuosheba, Abner, and all the actors 
in the preceding scene, 

JOASH {after descending from his thrine). 

Thou seest, 0 Lord, the anguish of my soul, 

Oh, turn her malediction from me far, 

And never suffer*it to be fulfill’d ! 

Let Joash die ere he forgets his God ! 

JEHOIADA {to the Levitea). 

Call all the people, thej' shall see tlieir J£in^ 
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Let them approach, and fresh a)iegiance 8we;ir. 

Kinf^, priests, and people, let us all confirm 
The covenant that Jaco]> made with God; 

Grateful for mercy, for our 6ins ashamed. 

And with new vows binding ourselves to Him. 

, Abner, resume thy post beside the King. 


t^ceiie 8 . 

JoASH, JEITOIADA, A Levite, and all the actors in the 
preceding scene. 

jEiroiADA (to the Levite^. 

Well, has that monster met with punishment? 

THE LEVITE. 

Her guilt has been atoned for with the sword. 

Jerusalem, so long her fury’s prey, 

Kdieved at last from her detested yoke. 

With joy beholds her weltering in her blood. 

JEHOIADA. 

By this, tire dreadful end her crimes deserved, 

Leai’n, King of Judah, uor this truth forget : — 

Kipgs have in Heav’n their Judge severe, Who to f.lie 
fatherless 

Is Father, and will punish those who innocence oppress ! 
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troduction and Notes by A, R, 
Ellis. 2 vols. 3r. 6d. each. 

BURN (R ) Ancient Rome and 
Its Neighbourhood. An Illus- 
trated Handbook to the Puins in 
the City and the Campagna, for 
the use of Travellers. By Robert 
Burn, M.A. With numerous 
Illustrations, Maps, and Plans. 
7j. 6d. , * 

BURNS (Robert), Life of. By 

J. G. Lockhart, D.C.L. A 

new and enlarged Edition. Re- 

vised by William Scott Douglas. 

3r. f 

BURTON’S (Robert) Anatomy of 
Melancholy. Edited by the Rev. 
A. K. Shilleto, M.A. With In- 
troduction by A. H. Bullen, and 
full Index. 3 vols. 6d. each. 

BURTON (Sir R. F.) Personal 
Narrative of a Pilgrimage to 
Al'Madlnah and Meooah. By 

Captain Sir Richard F. Burton, 

K. C.M.G. With an Introduction 
by Stanley Lane-Poole, and all 
the original Illustrations. 2 vols. 
y. 6d, each. 

*** This is the copyright edt- 
tion, containing the authors latest 
notes. 

BUTLER’S (Blahop) Analogy 01 
Religion, Natural and Reve|ded, 
to the Constitution and CokiC^: of 
Nature ; together Vitb two Dis-" 
serutions on Personal I^ntity ^d 
on the Nature of Vilrtue, ^4 
Fifteen Sermons. 3^. a 

to 

BUTLER’S (Samuel) Hudlbraa. 
With Variorum N^tes, a Bio- 
graphy, Portrait, and 20 Illus- 
trations. 

or, further Illustrated wit^ . 

Outline Portraits. 2 vds:' 

er.cb. 


Contained in Bohn's Libraries, 
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C 2 SSAR, OommentarieB on the* 
GalUo and Civil Wan, Trans- 
lated by W. A. McDevitte, £.A. 
5 ^. 

CAMOSNS’ Lnjdad ; or, the Dis- 
cov^ of India. An Epic Poem. 
Translated by W. J. Mickle. 5th 
Edition, revised by £. R. Hodges, 
M.C.P. 3r. 6 d, 

OAS^AS (The) of Maddalonl. 

Naples under Spanish Dominion. 
Translated from the German of 
Alfred de Reumont. 3r. 6ct, 

CARLYLE S French Revolution. 
Edited by J. lloll^pd Rose, 
Litt.D. Ulus. 3 vols. $s. each. 

Sartor Resartus. With 75 

Illustrations by Edmund J. Sul- 
livan. 51. 

CARPENTER’S (Dr. W. B.) 
Zoology. Revised Edition, by 
W. S. Dallas, F.L.S. With very 
numerous Woodcuts. Vol. I. 6j. 

[ yoL II, cut of print, 

CARPENTER’S Mechanical 
Philosophy, Astronomy, and 
Horology. 18 1 Woodcuts. 5 j. 

Vegetable Physiology and 
Systematlo Botany. Revised 
Edition, by £. Lankester, M.D., 
&c. With very numerous Wood- 
cuts. 6s, 

— r^'iiAnlmal Physiology. Revised 

^ Efttlon. ^^th upwards of 300 
Woodcutl. 6s, 

efsTL* E (E.) Sohoolfl and 

^ Hasten of Fence, from the 
Middle Ages ih the End of the 
Eighteenth Century. By Egerton 
Castle, M.A., F.S.A. With a 
Complete Bibliography. Illus- 
trated ^ith 140 ^productions of 

^ Old Engravings and 6 Plates of 

* * Svtofds, showing X 14 Examples. 
6s. 


CATTERlfOLE'S Evenings at 
Haddon Hall. With 24 En- 
gravings on Steel from designs by 
Cattermole, the Letterpress by the 
Baroness de Caraiiella. 51. 

CATULLUS, Tibullus, and the 
Vigil of Venus. A Literal j^rose 
Translation. 5r. 

CELLINI (Benvenuto). Me- 
moin of, written by Himself. 
Translated by Thomas Roscoe. 
3f.6^. 

CERVANTES’ Don Quixote de 
la Mancha. Motteaux’s Tran.s- 
lation revised. 2 vols. 3r. 61 , 
each. 

Galatea. A Pastoral Ro^ 

mance. Translated by G. W. 
Gyll. 3s, 6d, 

Exemplary Novels. Trans- 
lated by Walter iC Kelly. 3x. 6 ( 1 , 

CHAUCER’S Poetical Works.. 
Edited by Robert Bell. Revised 
Edition, wilh a Preliminary Essay 
by Prof. W. W. Skeat, M.A. 4 
vols. 31. 6d, each. 

CHESS CONGRESS of 1862 . 
A Collection of the Games played. 
Edited by J. Lowenthal. 5r. 

OHBVREUL on Oolonr. Trans- 
lated from the French by Chules 
Martel. Tbir^ Edition, with 
Plates, 5r. ; or with an additional 
series of x6 Plates in Colours, 
6d, 

CHINA, Pictorial, Descriptive, 
and Historical. With Map and 
nearly A)0 Illustrations. 5r. 

CHRONICLES OF THE CRU- 
SADES. Contemporary Narra- 
tives of the Crusade of Richard 
OoeuT de Lion, by Richard of 
Devizes and Geoffrey de Vinsauf ; 
and of the Crusade at St. Louis, 
by Lord John de Joinville. 
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Au Alphab.’tual Lis^ of Books 


CiaSBO’S Orations, c Translated 
by Prof. C. D. Yonge, M.A. 4 
vols. 5f. each. 

Letters. Tianslated by Evelyn 

S. Shuckburgh. 4 vols 51. each. 

— On Oratory and Orators 
Wifti Letters to Quintus and 
Brutus. Translated by the Rev. 
J. S. Watson, M.A. 51. 

— - On the Nature of the O-ods, 
Divination, Fate, Laws, a Re 
public, Consulship. Translated 
by r^of. C L. Yonge, M A., and 
Francis Barham. Sr. ® 

Academics, De I*inibus, and 

Tusculan Questions. By Prof. 
C. D. Yonge, M.A. 5^. 

— Offloes ; or, Moral Duties 
Cato Major, an Essay on Old 
Age ; Laelius, an Essay on h riend- 
smp ; Scipio’s Dream ; Paradoxes ; 
letter to Qumtus on Magistrates. 
Translated by C. R. Edinonda. 
3J. 6d, 

CORNELIUS NEFOS.— 

JUSIIN. 

CLARE’S (Hugh) Introduotlon 
to Heraldry* iSth Edition, Rc 
vsed and Enlaiged by J. R. 
Planch^, Rouge Croix. With 
nearly looo Illustrations 5^. Or 
with the Illus^tions Coloured, 
15J. 

CLASSIC TALES, contain^ 
Rasselas, Vicar of Wakefield, 
Gulliver’s Travels, and The Senti- 
mental Journey. 31. fidT. 

COLDBIDOli’S (B. Frlemd 
A Series of Essays on Morals, 
Politics, and Religion. 3r. 

Alda to Reflection, and the 
CONFVSSIONS OF AN INQUIRING 
Spirit, to which are added the 
£ssav» ok Faith and the Book 
OF Common Pra\sr. 31. td. 


tJOLERlDGE’S Leotures and 
Notes on Shakespeare and 
other EngUidx Poets. Edited 
by T. Ashe. 3 j 6 d, 

Biographla Llterarla; to- 

gethtr with Two Lay Sermons* 
3J. 6d. 

Tablo Talk and Omnlana. 

Edited by 'I . Ashe, B.A. 31. 6 d» 

Miscellanies, iEsthetlo and 

Llteiary, to which is added, 
Ihk Theory Lb Libe Col- 
lected and arranged by T. Ashe, 
B.A 3r. 6i 

COMTE’S Positive Philosophy. 
Translated and condensed by 
Harriet Martineau. With Intro- 
duction by Frederic Harrison. 

3 vols. 5 j each, 

COMTE’S Philosophy of the 
Solenoes, being an Exposition of 
the Principles of the Cours de 
Phitosofk^e Positive, By G. H. 
Lewes. $s, 

OONDES History of the Do- 
minion of the Arabs In Spain 
Translated by Mrs. Foster. 3 
vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 

COOPER’S Biographical Dio- 
tionary. Containing Concise 
Notices Upwards of 15,060) of 
Eminent Persons of all Ages and 
Countries. ByThompsonCooper, 
F.S.A. With a Supplement, 
brinmng the work down to 
2 vols. 5 j. each. ^ ^ . 

COXE’S Memoirs of the Duk^of * 
Marlborough. With ms oHgmal 
Correspondence. By W« <S>xe, ^ 
M.A., F.R.S. • Revised e<i^on 
by John Wade. 3 vols. 6d. 
eacn. • 

History of the Bouse of 

Austria (1218-1792). With a 
ContinuatioA from the Acce^sfoi^ 
of Francis I. to the Revofution of 
184S 4 vols. 31. 6<f. each. 
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Contained ^ Bohn's Libraries, 


ORAIK’S(a. L.)Pmuit of Know- 
ledge under Dlffloultles. Illus- 
trated by Anecdotes and Memoirs. 
Revised edition, with numerous 
Woodcut Portraits and Plates. 5x. 

OUmANaEAU'S Uvea of the 
Most Eminent British Painters. 

A New Edition, with Notes and 
Sixteen fresh Lives. By Mrs. 
Heaton. 3 vols. 3J. 6rf. each. 

DANTE. DlTine Comedy. Trans- 
lated by the Rev, II. F. Cary, 
M.A. 15 . t<L 

Translated into English Verse 

by L C. Wright, M.A. •aid Edi- 
tion, revised. With Portrait, and 
34 Illustrations on Steel, after 
y iaxman. 

DANTE. The Infoyno A Literal j 
Prose Translation, with the Text 
of the Original printed on the same 
page. By John A. Carlyle, M,D. 
5 ^- 

DB OOMAfTNES (PhlUp), Me- 
molrsof. Containing the Histories 
of Louis XL and Charles VllL, 
Kings of France, and Charles 
the Bold, Duke of Burgundy. 
Together with the Scandalous 
Chronicle, or Secret History ol 
Louis XI., by Jean de Troyes. 
Translated bv Andrew R. Scoblr. 
With Fortiaits* a vols. 3r, 6 d, 
each* 

V* 

l^FOE’S NoWi and Mlnoel- 

• laneoua Work!. With Prefaces 
anS Not», Including those attn- 

• ^ted to Sir W. Sco.t. 7 vols. 
3r. each. • 

1 .— Captajp Singleton, and 
Colonel Jack. 

II.— Memoirs of a Cavalier, 
Captain Carleton, 
.a « ^ Didkory Cronke, Ac. 

tn.-^MoU Flanders, and the 
History of the Devil. 


DfioeS Novitis AND Miscei,- 
LANEOUs Works — conttnued. 

IV. — Roxana, ajid Life of Mrs, 
Christian Davies. 

V. — History of the Great Fbgue 
of London, 1665 soThe 
Storm (1703) ; and the 
True-born Englishman. 

VI. — Duncan Campbell, New 
• Voyage round tht 
World, and Political 
Tracts. 

VIIift—Robinson Crusoe. 

DEMMnrS History of Arms 
and Armour, from the Earliest 
I*eriod. By Auguste Dcmmin. 
TransUted by C. C. Black, M.A. ’ 
With nearly 2000 Illustrations. 
7j. 6<f. 

DEMOSTHENES’ OraUons. 
Translated by C. Rann Kennedy. 

5 vols. Vol. I., 3/, 6f/. ; Vols. 
II.-V., 51. each. 

DE STAEL’S Corlnne or Italy. 
By Madame de Stael. Trans- 
lated by Emily Baldwin and 
Paulina Driver. 35. 

DICTIONARY of LaUn and 
Greek Quotations ; including 
Proverbs, Maxima Mottoes, Law 
Terms and Phrases. With all the 
uantities marked, and English 
ranslations. With Index Ver- 
botum (622 pages). $ 5 . 

DICTIONARY of Obsolete and 
Frovlnolal English. Compiled 
by ThomA Wnght, M.A., F.S A., 
&c. 2 vols. 55. each. 

DIDRON’S Christian Icono- 
graphy: a History of Christian 
Art in the Middle Am. Trans- 
lated by £. J, Miilmgton and 
completed by Margaret Stokes. 
With 240 Illustrations. 2 vols. 
51. each. 
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A» AlpJiahetical Hist of Books 


C 

DIOGENES LAERTIUS. Lives 
aad Opinions of the Ancient 
Philosophers. Translated by 
Prof. C. D. tonge, M.A. 5;. 

DOBBiEE’S Adversaria. Edited 
b|’ the late Prof. Wagner. 2 vols. 
55. each. 

DODD'S Epigrammatists. A 
Seleotlon from the Epigrammatic 
Literature of Ancient, Midixval, 
and Modern Times. By the Rev. 
Henry Philip Dodd, M.A. Ox- 
ford. 2nd Edition, revised and 
enlarged. 6r. 

DONAliDSON’S The Theatare of ! 
the Oreeta). A Treatise on the 
History and Exhibition of the 
Greek Drama. With numerous 
Illustrations and 3 Plans. By John 
William Donaldson, D.D. 51. 

DRAPER’S History oi the 
Intellectual Development of 
Europe. By J ohn William Draper, 
M.D., LL.I). 2 vols. 5r. each. 

DUNLOP’S History of FkrUon. 
A new Edition. Revised by 
Henry Wilson. 2 vols. 5 j. each. 

DYER’S History of Modem Eu- 
rope, from the Fall of Constan- 
tinople. 3rd edition, revised and 
continued to the end of the Nine- 
teenth Centisry. By Arthur Has- 
sall, M.A. 6 vols. 3s. each, 

DYER’S (Dr. T. H.) Pompeii : its 
Buildings and Antiquities.' By 
T. H. Dyer, LL,D. With nearly 
300 Wood Engravings, a large 
Map, and a PlLi of the Forum. 
is, &. • 

DYER(T.F. T.) Brltlidi Popular 
Customs, Present and Past 
An Account of the various Games 
and Customs associated with Dif- 
ferent Days of the Year in the 
Bfitish Isles, arrange according 
to the Calendar. By the Rev, 
T. F, Thiselton Dyer, M.A. $s. 


EBSRS’ Egyptian Princess. An 
Historical Novel. By George 
Ebers. Translated by £. S. 
Buchheim. 3^. 6d. 

EDGEWORTH’S Sto^t^es for 
Children. With 8 Illustrations ' 
by L. Speed. 31. 6d, 

ELZE’S William Shakespeare. 

—See Shakespeare. , « 



EMERSON’S Works. 5 vols. 
3r. 6d. each. 

I. — E*5says and Representative 
Men. 

II. — Ehglish Traits, Nature, and 
Conduct of Life. 

III. — Society and Solitude — Letters 
and Social Aims — Ad- 
dresses. 

VI. — Miscellaneous Pieces. 

V.— -Poems. 

EPICTETUS, The Discourses of. 
With the Encheiridion and 
Fragments. Translated by George 
Long, M.A. Si. 

EURIPIDES. A New Literal 
Translation in Prose. By E P. 
Coleridge, M.A. 2 vols. 5^. ggeh. 

EUTBOPIUS.— JDSTIN, 

EUSEBIUS PAMPHILUS, 
Eooleslastloal History of. Trans- 
lated by Rev. C. F. Cruse, Kf* A* 
c * ^ 

EVELYN’S Diary* and OoriPh- 
Bpondendenoe. £ 4 iited frgm the 
Original MSS. by W. Btaj, 
F.A.S. With 45 engravings. *4 
vols. 5r, eacH. 

FAIRHOLT’S GUtume In Eug^ 
land. A History of Dress to t^ 
end of the Eighteenth Century. 
3rd Edition, revised, by Viscount 
Dillon, V.P.S.A. Illustsated with 
above 700 Engraving, avolsf> 
5r. each. 



Contained i^ Bohn's Libraries. 9 

FDESLDINa’S Adventures ol Notes. Bdited by an English 
JosephAndrewsandhla Friend Churchman. With 2 Maps and 
Mr. Abraham Adams. With Portrait. 7 vols. 31. 6rf. each. 
Cruikshank’s Illustrations. 3^. 6d, 


— History of Tom Jones, a 
FouijfUlng. With Cruikshank’s 
Illustrations. 2 vols. jr. 6d, each. 

— Amelia. With Cruikshank*s 
Illustrations. 5r. 

FLAGMAN’S L^otures on Sculp- 
ture. By John Fiaxman, R.A. 
With Portrait and 53 Plates. 6x. 

FOSTER’S (John) Essays ■ on 
Decision of Character $ on a 
Man’s writing Memoirs* of Him- 
self ; on the epithet Romantic ; 
on the aversion of Men of Taste 
to Evangelical Religion. 3^. 6d. 

— ■ Essays on the Evils of Popular 
Ignorance ; to which is added, a 
Discourse on the Propagation of 
Christianity m India. 3X. 6d. 

Essays on the Improvement 

ot Time. With Notbs of Ser- 
mons and other Pieces. 3J. 6d, 

GASPAHY’S History of Italian 
Literature. Translated by Her- 
ftan Oelsner, M.A., Ph.D. 
Vol, I. 3J. 6d. 

GEOFFREY OF MONMOUTH. 
Chronicle of. -See Old En^Usk 
Chrmiclei. 

KESSK aomiTORtJM, or En- 

* tertnirving Moral Stories invented 

the hfonks. Translated by the 

• Rev. Charles Swan. Revised 
Edition, by Wynnard Hooper, 
B.A. 5J. 

• 

GILPAS, Chronicles ot-^See Old 
English OArcnieles, 

GIBBON’S OedUne and FaU of 
the Bdhxan Empire. Complete 
and Unabridged, with Variorum 


GILBART’S Hlstdry, Prinelples, 
and PraoUoe of BanlCng. By 
the late J. W. Gilljart, F.R.S. 
New Edition ^1907), revised by 
Ernest Sykes. 2 vols. lor. 

GIL BLAS, The Adventures of. 
Translated Irom the French of 
Lesage Smollett. With 24 
Engravings on Steel, after Smirke, 
and 10 Etchings by George Cruik- 
shank. 6s. 

GIRALDUS OAMBRENSIS’ 
Hlstorloal Works. Translated 
by Th. Forester, M.A., and Sir^ 
R. Colt Hoare. Revised Edi^ion,^ 
Edited by Thomas Wright, M.A., 
F.S.A. 5J. 

GOETHE’S Faust. Parti. Ger- 
man Text with Hayward’s Prose 
Translation and Notes. Revised 
by C. A. Buchheim, Ph.D. 51. 

GOETHE’S Works. Tianslated 
into English by various hands. 

14 vols. 31. 6d. each. 

I. and II. — Poetry and Truth 
from My Own Life. New 
and revised edition. 

III. — Faust. Two Parf;, com- 

plete. (Swanwick.) 

IV. — Novels and Tales. 

V. — Wilhelm Meister’s Appren- 
• ticeship. 

VL — Conversations with Ecker- 
mann and Soret. 

VIII. — Dj^matic Works. 

IX. — ^Wilhelm Meister's Travels. 

X. — Tour in Italy, and Second 
Residence in Rome. 

XL— Miscellaneous Travels. 

XII.— Early and Miscellaneous 
Letters. 

XIV.— Reineke Fox, West-Eftstertt 
Divan and Achilleid. 
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An Alphabetical Lpt of Books 


GOLDSMITH’S Wcfrks. A new 
Edition, by J. W. M. Gibbs. 5 
▼ols. 3^. &/. each. 

GBAMMONOl’s Memoirs of the 
Court of Charles II Edited by 
Sii Walter Scott. Together with 
the Boscobkl Tracts, including 
two not before published, Ac. 
New Edition, sj. 

GRAY’S Letters. Including the 
Correspondence of Gray and 
Mason. Edited by the Rev. 
D. C. Tovey, M.A. Wils. I. 
and II. 3r. 6^. each. 

GREEK ANTHOLOGY. Trans- 
lated by George Burges, M.A. 

GREEK ROMANCES of Hello- 
dorua, Longus, and AohUles I 
Tatlns — VIZ., The Adventures of I 
Tfaeagenes & Chariclea ; Amours I 
of Daphnisand Chloe ; and Loves 
of Clitopho and Leucippe. Trans- 
lated by Rev. R, Smith, M.A. 

GREGORY’S Letters on the 
STldenoes, Doctrines, & Duties 
of the Christian Religion. By 
Dr. Olinthus Gregory, y. 6d, 

GREENE, MARLOWE, and 
BEN JONSON. Poems of. 
Edited by Robert Bell. y. 6d. 

GRIMM’S TALES. With the 
Notes of the Original. Translated 
by Mis. A. Hunt. With Intro- 
duction by Andrew l^ng, M.A. 

2 tols. 3x. Odf. each. 

— Gammer Grethel; or, Ger- 
man Fairy Tales and Popular 
Stories. Contain!^ 42 Fairy 
Tates, wns. by Edgar Taylor. 
With numerous Woodcuts after 
Gepi|>e Cruikshank and Ludwig 
Grimm, 3x. 6d, 


GROSSl’S Maroo Visooilti. 
Translated by A, F. D. The 
Ballads rendered into English 
Verse by C. M. F. 31. 6d. 

GUIZOT’S History Qf the 
English Revolution of 1640 . 

From the Accession of Charles 
1 . to his Death, Trahslated by 
William Hazhtt. 31. 6cl. 

History of pivUisation, from 

the Fall of the Roman Empire to 
the French Revolution. Trans- 
lated by William Hazhtt. 3 vols. 
3x. 6d. each. 

HALL’S*^ (Rev. Robert) Mlsoel- 
laneouB Works and Remains. 
3J.6d. 

HAMPTON COURT: A Short 
History of the Manor and 
Palace. By Ernest Law, B.A. 
With numerous Illustrations. <>t. 

HARDWICK'S History of the 
ArtideB of Religion. By the late 
C. Hardwick. Revised by the 
Rev. Francis Procter, M.A. 5J. 

HAUFF’S Tales. The CaravaOp- 
The Sheik of Alexandria— 'Hie 
Inn in the Spessart. Trans, fiom 
the German by S. Mendel. 3;. 6d. 

HAWTHORNE’S Taleg. 4 vols. 
3J. 6d. each. , 

I.— Twice-told Tales, and the- 

Snow Image. _ 

•» e 

IL— Scarlet Letter, and the House 
with the Seven Gables. ' 

III. --Transfonnation fThe Marble 

Faun], andJBUthedale Ro- 
mance. t 

IV. — Mosses from an Old Manse. 

HAZLITT’S Table-talk^ 
on Men and Manners. By w* 
Hazhtt. 3x. 6(/. 



II 


Contatne(^n Bolings Libraries 


HAZIjITT'S Lectures on thi 
Literature of the Age of EUsa 
beth and on Characters of Shake- 
speare's Playsi 3J. 6d, 

— Leotures on the English 
and on the English Comic 
Writers. 3s, 

The Plain Speaker. Opinions 

on Books, Men, and Things. 3/. 6(/ 

Bound Table. 35. 6<f. 

Sketches .and Essays 

3 J. 6rf. 

The Spirit of the Age; or. 

Contemporary Portraits. Edited 
by W Carew Ilazlitt^ 3s, 6d. 

View of the English Stage 

Edited by W Spencer Jickson 
3s 6{/. 

HEATON’S Oono^se History of 
Painting New Edition, revised 
by Cosmo Monkhouse. 51. 

HEGEL’S Leotures on the Philo- 
sophy of History. Translated by 

J. Sibree, M.A. 

HEINE’S Poems, Complete 
Translated by Edgar A. Bowring, 

9 C.B. 3j. 

TraTBl-Plotures, including the 
Tour in the Hart, Noidemey, and 
Book of Ideas, together with the 
Romantic School. Translated by 
][rranciB Storr. A New Edition, 
Sensed throughout. With Appen- 
dices and Maps. 3r. 6<f. 

Kelt’s Life of Ohnstopher 
Ooltunbus, the Discoverer of 
America. By Sir Arthur Helps, 

K. C.B. 3r.6rf. 

XiUSb Hernando Cortes, 

and the \ 3 onquest of Mexico. 2 
vols. 3r. 6(i. each. 

LUb of Plzarro. 3^. 6^. 

Life pf Lag Casas the Apostle 
of the Indies. 3r, 6d. 


HENDEB 30 N (E } Select Hla- 
torlcal Documents of the lilddle 
Ages, including the most famous 
Charters relating to England, the 
Empire, the Cburch, Ac., from 
the 6th to the T4th Centuries. 
Translated from the Latin and 
edited by Ernest F. Henderson, 
A.B , A.M., Ph.D. 5J. 

HENI’REY'S Guide to EngUsh 
Cglns, from the Conquest to the 
present lime. New and revised 
Edition by C. F. Keary, M.A., 
F.S.A. 6s. 

• 

HENRY OF HUNTINGDON'a 
History of the English. Trans- 
lated by T. ForeMer, M.A. Sr. 

EBNBYS (Matthew) Bzpoadtl4ilf* 
of the Book of the Psalms 

HELIODORXTS. Theagenesand 
Charlolea. — Ste Grksk Ro- 
mances. 

HERODOTtrS Translated by the 
Rev. Henry Cary, M.A. 31. 6d. 

Analysis and Summary of 

ByJ.T. Wheeler, 

HESIOD, CALLIMACHUS, and 
THEOGNIS, Translated by the 
Rev. J. Banks, M.A. 51. 

HOFFMANN’S (E. T W ) The 
Seraplon Brethren. Translated 
from the German by Lt -Col. Alex. 
Fwing* 2 vols. 3 j. 6^* each. 

&OLBEIN’8 Dance of Death 
and Bible Cuts Upwards of 150 
Subjects, engraved in facade, 
with introduction and Desenp- 
tions uy i roncis Douce and Dr, 
Thomas Frognall Dibden. $s, 

HOMER’S niod. A new trans- 
lation by E H. Blakcney, M.A. 
Vol I containing Books I 
SJ- 

Translated into English frose 

by T. A. Buckley, B,A, 5#. 
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HOMEB’S Odyfse/' Hymns, 
Epigrams, and Battle of the Frogs 
and Mice. Translated into Eng- 
lish Prose by A. Buckley, B A. 
5 ^' 

— See also Pope 

HOO^BB’S (a ] Waterloo The 
BownfiUl of the First Kapo 
leon a History of the Campaign 
of 1815 By George Hooper. 
With Maps and Plans. 3^. 6 d. 

The Campaign of Sedan : 

The Downfall of the Seconc^ Em- 
pire, August - September, 1870. 
With General Map and Six Plans 
of Battle 3J td, 

*^OBAGE. A new literal Prose 

^ tianslation, by A. Hamilton Bryce, 
LL.D. 3x. 6df. 

HUGOS (Victor) Dramatic 
Works Ilernani — Ruy Bias — 

The King’s Diversion Transla*ed 
by Mrs Newton Croslaiad and 
h . L, Slous 3^ 6^. 

Poems, chiefly Lyrical. Trans- 
lated by various Writers, now first 
collect^ by J. H. L« Williams. I 
3J 6d. 

HUMBOLDT’S Coamoi Trans- 
lated by E C. Ott^, B H. Paul, 
and W. S Dall^, F L S. 5 voL 
31. 6df. each, excepting Vol. V. 5r. 

Feraonal Narrative of his 

Travels to the Equinoctial BJb 
gions of America during the years 
1799-1804. Translated by T. 
Ross. 3 vols. each. 

<• 

Views of Nature. Translated 

by £» C. Ott 6 and H. G. Bolm. 
5 ^- 

HUMTPHBEYS’ Coin Colleotor’s 
fffiauual. By H. N. Humphreys, 
.with upwards of 140 Illustrations 
Cjp^Wood and Steel. 2 vols. 5^ 


HUNGABY. its History and Re- 
volution, together with a copious 
Memoir of Kossuth. 3x. 6 d 

HUTCHINSON (Colonel) Me 
molrs of the Life of By hu 
Widow, Lu(t : together wuti hei 
Autobiography, and an Account 
of the Siege of Lathom House 
3 ^ 

HUNT’S Poetry of Science • *By 
Richard Hunt. Vd Edition, te 
vised and enlarged. 5x. 

INGULPH’S Ohronlolea of the 
Abbey of Oroyland, with the 
CONTINWAFION by Peter of Bio s 
and other Writers. Translated by 
H. T. RiLy, M A. sx. 

IBVING’S (Washington) Com. 
plete Works 15 vols. With Por- 
traits, &c. 3x. 6 d, each. 

I.— Salmagundi, Knicker- 
bocker’s History of New 
York. 

II. — ^The Sketch-Book, and the 
Life of Oliver Goldsmith. 

III. — Bracebndge Hall, Aobots- 

ford and Newstead Abbey. 

IV. — The Alhambra, Tales of a 

Traveller. ♦ 

V. — Chromcle of the Conquest 
of Granada, Legends of 
the Conquest of bpain. 

VI & VII — Life and Vo^es of 
Columbus, together With. 
the Voyage^ of his V^lai<*^ 
panions. * 

VIIL— Astoria, A Tourfton A*. 
Prairies. 

I K. — Lafe of Mahpmet, lives of the 
Successors of Mahomet. 

X. — Adventures of Captain Bon- 
neville, U.S.A., Wolfert’s 
Roost. 

XL — Biographies and Miscella- 
neous Papers. ^ •- 
XII.-XV.— Life of George Wash- 
ington. 4 Vols. 
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IRVINGS (Washington) Ult 
and Letters. By his Nephew» 
Pierre £. Irving. 2 vols. 3<r. 6 de 
each. 

ISOCRATES, The Orations of. 
Translated by J. H. Freese, M.A. 

* Vol. I. sj. 

JAMES’S (G. P. R) Life of 
Richard Cceur de Lion. 2 vols. 
3?. 6rf. each. ^ 

JAMESON’S (Mrs.) Shake- 
speare a Heroines Character- 
istics of Women* Moral, Poetical, 
and Historical. By Mrs. Jameson. 
3J. 6^. • 

JESSE’S (E.) Anecdotes of Dogs 
With 40 'Woodcuts and 34 Steel 
Engravings. $s, 

JESSE’S (J H ) Memoirs of the 
Court of England during the 
Reign of the Stuarts, including 
the Protectorate. 3 vols. With 
42 Portraits. 5^. each. 

Memoirs of the Pretenders 

and their Adherents. With 6 
Portraits. Ss, 

JOHNSON’S Lives of the Poets. 
Edited by Mrs. Alexander Napier, 
with Introduction by Professor 
ll^es. 3 vols. 3J. each. 

JgSiEPBXrS (Flavius), The Works 
of. Whi^on’s Translation, re- 

^ vised by Rev. A. R. Shilleto, M.A 

^W^ith* Topographical and Geo. 
graphical Notes by Colonel Sir 
C. W. Wilsen, K.C.B. 5 vols. 
3j. 6 d, eadi. 

• 

JULIAN, dhe Emperor. Contain- 
ing Gregory Nazianscn’s Two In- 
vectives and Lihanus’ Monody, 
avkh Julian’s extant Theoscmhi^ 
Wdtlu. Translated by C. W, 
King, M.A. 5 j. 


JUNIUS’S Letters. With aU the 
Notes of Woodfall’s Edition, and 
hnportant Additions. 2 vols. 
p, 6 d. each. 

• 

JUSTIN. CORNELIUS NEP 03 , 
and EUTROPIUS. Translated 
by the Rev. J. S. Watspuf M.A. 
5 ^* 

JUVENAL, PERSIUS. SUL- 
F^CIA and LUOILIUS. Trans- 
lated by L. Evans, M.A. 5;. 

KANT’S Critique of IPure Reason 
Taanslated by J. M. D. Meikle- 
john- $s. 

Prolegomena and Meta- 

physloal Foundations ofNatural 
Science. Translated byE. Belfi^ 
Bax. sj. ^ 

EEIGHTLET’S (Thomas) M7- 
thology of Ancient Greece and 
Italy. 4th Edition, revised by 
Leonard Schmitz, Ph.D., LL.D. 
With 12 Plates from the Antique, 
5 ^. 

KEIGHTLEY’S Fairy Mytho- 
logy, illustrative of the Romance 
and Superstition of 'Various Coun- 
tries. Revised Edition, with 
Frontispiece by Cruikshank. 5;. 

LA FONTAINE’S Fables. Trans- 
lated into English Verse by Elisur 
Wright. NevwEdition, with Notes 
by J. W. M. Gibbs. 3 ^* 

IiAMARTINE’S History of the 
Girondists. Translated by H. T. 
Ryde. 3 vols. 31. 6d, each. 

History of the RestoraUon 

of Menarohyln France (a Sequel 
to the History of the Girondists). 

4 vols. y. 6 d, each. 

History of the French Re- 
volution of 1848 . 3/. 6(/. 

LAMB’S (Charles) Essays 
and EUana. Complete 
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ZiAMB'S (Charles) 

BogUah Dramatic Poeta of the 
Time of Bllaabeth 31. 6d. > 

Memoriala and Iiottera of 

Charles Lamb. By Serjeant 
Talfourd. New Edition, revised, 
by W. Carew Ilazlitt. 2 vols. 
Jr. (k/i each 

Tales from Shakespeare 

With Illustrations by By^m Shaw. 
3J 6d. « 

LANE S Arabian Nights Enter* 
talnments Edited by Stanley 
Lane-Pook, M A , Litt D 4 
vols. 3? 6d each. 

LAPPENBERG’S History of 
England under the Anglo 
"^Sazon Rings. Translated by 
Thorpe, F.S A. New edition, 
revised by E. C. Ott^. 2 vols. 
jj. 6 J, each. 


!L 1 VY’S Blatory of Rome. Twms* 
lated by Dr. Spillan, C. Edmonds, 
and others. 4 vols. jr. each. 

LOCKE’S Fhlloaophloal Works. 
Edited by J. A. St. Tohn. 2 vols* 
3r. drf. each. ^ 

LOCKHART (J. G Burns.' 

LODGE’S Portraits of Illustrious 
Personages of Great Britain, 
with Biographicaf and Historicil 
Memoirs. 240 Portraits engraved 
on Steel, with the respective Bio- 
graphies unabridged. S vols. Jr. 
eacn. 

[Voir IV ami VII out of punt 

LOUDON’S (Mrs) Natural 
mstory Revised edition, by 
W S Dallas, F.LS. With 
numerous Woodcut Ulus. Jr. 


LEONARDO DA VINCI’S 
Treatise on Painting Trans* 
lated by J. F. Rigaud, R.A.i 
With a Life of Leonardo by John 
William Brown. With numerous 
Plates, jr. 


LEPSIUS’S Letters ftom Egypt, 
Ethiopia, and the Peninsula of 
Blnal. Translated by L. and 
J. B. Horner. With Maps. jr. 


LESStNGKS I>ramatlo Works, 
Complete. Editeb by Eme&t Bell, 
M.A. With Memoir of Lessmg 
by Helen Zimmem* 2 vols. 
3 j. each. * 


Laokoon, DruzuRtlo Notes, 
and the Representation 01 
Death by tlM AndentA^Tiaos- 
lated by £* C. Beasley and Helen 
Zimmern. Edited by Edward 
Bell, M.A. With a Frontispiece 
of the Laokoon group, jr. Ckf. 

’B Introduotlon to Astro- 
Wuh a Grammar of 
V and Tables for Cal- 
Nativities, by Zadkiel. $s. 



LOWNDES’ BibUographw’s 
Manual of English Literature 
Enlarged Edition. By H. G. 
Bohn 6 vols. cloth, Jr. each. 
Or 4 vols. half morocco, 2I. zs, 

LONGUS Daphnls and Cbloe. 
— See Greek Romances. 

LUCAN’S TlwisaUa Tmiubtol* 
b, H T. Riley, JLA. SJ. 

LUCIAN’S UUlogaes of Um 
G ods, of the Sea Gods, and 
of the Dead. Translated 4 ^ 
Howard Williams, M.A. Jr. 

LUCRETIUS. A Prose «;^n%i 
latlon By H. A. J. Muiiro. 
Reprinted Arqm the Final (4th) 
Edition With ah Intrq|ucticn 
by J. D. Duff, M.A. 

LUTHER’S Table-Talk. Trans- 
lated and) Edited by William 
Hatlitt. jr. 6</. 

Au,tobiographp. 

Michels r. 
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MAOHlAVSLLrs History of 
Florenoer together with the 
Frince, Savonarola, various His- 
torical Tracts, and a Memoir of 
Machiavelli. 3.^. 6d. 

HAULBT’S Northern Antlqiil- 
tlea, or an Historical Account of 
the Manners, Customs, Religions 
and Laws, Maritime Expeditions 
and Discoveries, Language and 
literature, of the Ancient Scandi- 
navians. TAnslaled by Bishop 
Percy. Revised and Enlarged 
Edition, with a Translation of the 
Prosk Edda, by J. A. Black- 
well. 5r. 

• 

MANZONI The Betrothed : 
being a Translation of * I Pro- 
messi Sposi-* By Alessandro 
Manzoni. With numerous Wood- 
cuts. 51. 

MARCO POLO’S Travels; the 
Translation of Marsden revised 
by T. Wright, M.A., F.S.A. 51. 

MARRTAT’S (Oapt. R.N.) 
Masterman Beady. With 93 
Woodcuts. 3r. 6d. 

^ — Mission; or, Scenes in Africa. 
Illustrated by Gilbert and Dalziel. 

Pirate and Three Gutters. 
With 8 Steel Engravings, from 
. Drawings by Clarkson Stanheld, 

— Privateersman. 8 Engrav- 
^^Ings Steel. 3 j. 6a 

80ttl0hi Vi Canada, to En- 
graves by Gilbert and Dalael. 
3J. • 

Foor'jMk. With i« IHiu- 

trations after Clarkson Stansfield, 
, JUA. 3J, 

— ! i>eter Simple. With 8 Ihll- 
pi^e Illustrations. 31. 6J, 


MABTIAL'B Epigrams, complete. 
Translate into Prose, each ac- 
Qompanied by one or more Verse 
Translations selected ftom the 
Work.s of English Poets, and 
other sources. 7 s, 6J, 

MABTlNEAtT'S (HarrletV His- 
tory of England, irom iScx>- 
1815. 3s, 6^, 

History of the Thirty Years* 

Pe&oe, A.T), 1815-46. 4 vols. 

3s, 6d. each. 

See Comte^s Positive Philosophy m 

MATTHEW OF WE 3 TMIN. 
STERS Plowara of History, 
from (he beginning ot the World 
to A. D. 1 307. Translated by C. 
Yongc, M.A. 2 vols. Sr. cadfT 

MAXWELL’S Victories of Wel- 
ington and the British Armies. 
P'rontispiecG and 5 Portraits. Sr. 

MENZEL’S History of Germany, 
from the Earliest Period to 1842. 

3 vols. 3x. 6d, each. 

MICHAEL ANGELO AND 
RAPHAEL, their Lives and 
Works. By Duppa aud Quatre- 
mere de Quincy. With Portraits, 
and Engravings on Steel, 51. 

MICHELET’S Luther’S Auto- 
biography. Trans, by William 
Ilazlitt. With an Appendix (x 10 
pages) of Notes. 3s, od. 

~ — History of the Frenoh Revo- 
lution from its earliest indications 
to the flight of the King in Z701. 
3s.6^ 

MlGNET’SHlstory of theFrendh 
Revolution, from 1789 to 1814. 
3J. 6d, New edition reset. 

MILL (J. S.). Early 
JohnatusrtMUl. CoUecMliW 
various sources byj. W. 

3s. 6d, 
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MILIiBR (Professor).^ History 
PhUosophloally Illustrated, from 
the Fall of the Roman Empira to 
the French Revolution. 4 vols. 
3^. fid, each, c 

MILTON ’3 Prose Works. Edited 
by L A. St. John. 5 vols. 31. 6rf. 
each. 

Poetical Works, with a Me- 
moir and Critical Remarks by 
James Montgomery, an Index to 
Paradise Lost, Todd*s Verbal Index 
to all the Poems, and a Selection 
of Explanatory Notes by Henry 
G. Bohn. Illustrated with*' 120 
Wood Engravings from Drawings 
by W. Harvey. 2 vols. 3/. td, 
each. 

^TFORD’S (SUM) Onr Village 
Sketches of Rural Character and 
Scenery. With 2 Engravings on 
Steel. 2 vols. 3r. 6 d, each. 

MOLIERE’S Dramatic Works 
A new Translation in £ngh;»h 
Prose, by C. H. Wall, 3 vols. 
31. 6d. each. 

MONTAGU. The Letters and 
Works of Lady Mary Wortley 
Montagu. Edited by her great- 
grandson, Loid Whamcliffe’s Edi- 
tion, and revised by W. Moy 
Thomas. New Edition, revised, 
with 5 Portraits. 2 vols, 55. each. 

MONTAIGNE’S SSssays. Cotton’s 
Translation, revised by W. C. 
Hazlitt. New Edition. 3 vols. 
3J. 6d. each. ' 

MONTESQUIEU’S Spirit 01 
Laws. New Edition, revised and 
corrected. By J. V. Biitchard, 
A.M. 2 vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 

MOKE’S Utopia. Robinson’s 
translation, with Roper’s ‘Life 
of Sir Thomas More,’ and More’s 
Letters to Margaret Roper and 
c^heis. Edited, with Introduc- 
tion and Notes, by George 
SiOJcipson. 5r. 


MORPHY’S Games of Ohess. 
Being the Matches and best Games 
played by theAmencan Champion, 
with Explanatory and Analydcal 
Notes by J. Lo venthal. Sr. 

MOTLEY (J. L.) The of 
the Dutch RepubUo. A History. 
By John Lothrop Motley. New 
Edition, with Biographicstl Intro- 
duction by Moncure D. Conway. 

3 vols. 3r. 6 d. each. 

MTTDIE’S British birds ; or, His- 
tory of the Feathered Tribe*! of the 
British Islands. Revised by W. 
C. L. Martin. With 52 Figures 
of Birds and 7 Coloured Plates of 
Eggs, 2 vols. 

NEANDER (Dr A). History 
of the Christian Religion and 
Church Trans, from the German 
byJ.Torrey. 10 vols. 3^.6^. each. 

II and X out of fitnt, 

— Life of Jesus Christ Trans- 
lated by J. McClmtock and C. 
Blumentbal. 3;. fid, 

History of the Planting and 

Training of the Christian 
Church by the Apostles. 
Translated by J. E. Ryland. 
2 vols 3^. fid, each. ^ 

Memorials of Christian Ll'e 

In the Early and Middle Ages ; 
mcluding Light in Dark Places. 
Trans, by J. E. Ryland. 35. td, 

NIBELUNGEN IJED. *oiie 
Lay of the Nlbelungs, hietrically 
translated from the old ,GerDV|fT 
text by Alice Horton, and edited 
by Edward Bell, M. A. To which 
IS prefixed the Es&y on the Nibe^ 
luDgen Lied by Thomas Carlyle. 

5 ^- 

NEW TESTAMENT (The) In 
Grehk. Grlesbacfa’s Text, with 
various Readings at the fo9tof 

I the page and Parallel ReS^rences 

> m the margin; also a Criucal 
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Introduction and Chronological 
Tables. By an eminent Scholar, 
with a Greek and English Lexicon. 

? 'd Edition, revised and corrected. 

wo Facsimiles of Greek Manu- 
scripts. 900 pages. 51. 

ipThe Lexicon may lie had sepa- 
rately, pnce 2s, 

NICOLINI’S History of the 
Jesuits: their Origin, Progress, 
•Doctrines, and Designs. With 8 
Portraits. ^7 

NORTH (R.) Lives of the Right 
Hon. Francis North, Baron Guild' 
ford, the Hon. Sir Dudley North, 
and the Hon. and Rev. Dr. John 
North. By the ^on. Roger 
North. Together with the Auto- 
biography of the Author. Edited 
byAu^stus Jessopp, D.D. 3vols. 
3r. (kC each. 

NUGENT’S (Lord) Memorials 
of Hampden, his Party and 
Times. With a Memoir of the 
Author, an Autograph Letter, and 
Portrait. 51. 

OLD ENGLISH OHRON- 
lOLES, including Ethelwerd’s 
Chronicle, Asser’s Life of Alfred, 
Geoffrey of Monmouth’s British 
* History, Gildas, Nennius, and the 
imurious chronicle of Richard of 
Cirencester. Edited by J. A. 
Giles, D.C.L. Sr. 

OMAN ( J. C.) The Great Indian 
^'EplGS; the Stories of the Kama- 
VANii^and the Mahabharata. 
. By John Campbell Omany Prin- 
^ cipa} of Khalsa College, Amritsar. 
With Nptes, A^endices, and 
lUillStrationSk 31. bd, 

ORDERVUS VITALIS’ Eocle- 
slastlojl History of England 
and Normandy. Translated by 
T, Forester, M.A. To which is 
^added the Chronicle of St. 
^ItROULT. 4 vols. 5J. each, 
f Vols. //. and IV. out of print 


OVID’S '^orks, complete. Literally 
translate into Prose. 3 vols. 
•5r. each. 

PASCAL’S Thoughts. Translated 
from the Text of M. Auguste 
Molinier by C. Kegan Paul. 3fd 
Edition. 3r. 6<f. « 

PAULI’S (Dr. R.) Life of Allred 
the Great. Translated from the 
Carman. To which is appended 
Alfred’s Avolo-Saxon Version 
OF Orosius. With a literal 
Translation interpaged, Ncles, 
Ahd an Anglo-Saxon Grammar 
and Glossary, by B. Thorpe. 

PAUSANIAS’ DesorlpUcn of 
Greece. Newly translated by AJ 
Shilleto, M.A. 2 vols. $s, edS 

PEARSON’S Exposition of the 
Creed. Edited by E. Walfordy 
M.A. 5r. 

PSPYS’ Diary and Correspond- 
enoe. Deciphered by the Rev. 
J. Smith, M.A., from the original 
Shorthand MS. in the Pej^ian 
Library. Edited by Lord Bray- 
brooke. 4 vols. With 3 1 En- 
gravings. $s, each. 

PERCY’S Rellques of Anof’ent 
English Poetry. With an Essay 
on Ancient Minstrels and a Glos- 
sary. Edited by J, V. Pritchard, 
A.M. 2 vols. 3r. 6 d, each. 

'PERSinS.-^SVe Jo VENAL. 

PETRARCH’S Sonnets, Trl- 
umnhs, and other Poems. 
Translated into English Verse hf 
various Hands. With a Life m 
the Poet by Thomas Campbell. 
With Portrait and 15 Steel En- 
gravings. 

PICRERING’S History of tltui 
Races of Man, and thely Oen- 
graphical Distribution* V^th 
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Analytical Synotsis of tiik 
Natural History of Man bv 
Dr. Hall. With a Map ot ihe 
World and 12 coloured Plates. Ss. 

PINDAB. Translated into Prose 
by Dawson W. Turner. To which 
is a^ed the Metrical Version by 
Abrabam Moore. 51. 

PLAKOHE History of BriUsh 
CosUuno, from the Earliest Time 
to the Close of the EightAinth 
Centur) . By J R Planch^, 
Somerset Herald. With upwards 
of 400 Illustrations. 5r. ^ 

PLATO’S Works Liteially trans- 
lated, with Introduction and 
Notes. 6 vols. 5r. each, 
w I. — The Apology of Socrites, 
^ Crito, Phaedo, Gorcias, Pro- 
tagoras, Phsedrus, Thesetetus, 
EuUiypbrou, Lysis Trans- 
lated by the Rev. H. Carey. 
n.~The Republic, Tima^us, and 
Critias. Translated by Henry 
Davis. 

Ill* — Meno, Euthydemus, The 
Sophist, Statesman. Cratylus, 
Parmenides, and the Banquet. 
Translated by G. Burges. 

IV.-^Philebus, Charmides, Laches, 
Menexenus, Hippias, Ion, 
The Two Alcibiades, The- 
ans, Rivals, Hipparchus, 
Mmos, Clitopho, Epistles. 
Translated by G. Burges. 

V. — The Laws. Translated by 
G. Burges. 

VI. — ^The Doubtful Works. Trans« 
lated by G. Burges. 

Summary and Analyali of 

the Dialogues With Analytical 
Inddx. By A Day, LL.B. 5r. 

PXiADTUS^S Comedies. Trans- 
lated by H. T. Riley, M.A. 2 
vols. 51. each. 

^UKT. The Letters of Pliny 
the Younger. Melmoth's trans- 
latidn, revised by the Rev. F< C. 
T. Bosanquet, M. A. 5r. 


PLOTINUS, Seleot Worlca of 
Translated by Thomas Tayloi. 
With an Introduction containing 
the substance of Porphyry’s Plo- 
tinus. Edited hy G. K. S. Mead, 

B A., M.R.A S. 5r. 

PL OTARQH’S Lives. Tran^ted 
by A. Stewart, M A. , and George 
Long, M A. 4 vols. 31. Set each 

Morals. TheosophicalEssa>s. 

Translated by C. King, hf.A. 
5 ^- 

Morals Ethical Essays. 

Translated by the Rev. A. R. 

I Shillcto, M.A. 5r. 

' POETRT 2 >F AMEIUCA. S«- 

I lections from One Hundred 

American Poets, from 1776 to 

I 1876. By W J. Linton. 3/. &ct» 

I POI.ITIOAL CTCLOPADIA. 
A Dictionary of Political, Con- 
stitutional, Statistical, and Fo- 
lensic Knowledge ; forming a 
Work of Reference on Aub}ccts of 
Civil Administration, Political 
Economy, Finance, Commerce, 
l..ay.s, and Social Relations. 4 
volb. 3r. 6^. each. 

/. ffu/ of pnnL 

POPE’S Foetloal Work. Edited* 
with copious Notes, by Robert 
Carrutbers. With numerous Illus- 
trations. 2 vols. 5r. each. 

[ Vol, /. otU prttU^ 

Homar’s XBad . Edited* iy 

the Rev. J. S. W&Oo, M.A, 
Illustrated by tbe entire Sules cd^ 
Flaxman’s Designs. 51. ^ ^ 

Homer’S Odyssey, with the 

Battle of Frogs and Mice, Hymns, 
&c., by other translators. Edited 
by the Rev. J. S. Wa^jKin, M.A. 
With the entire Series of 
man’s Designs, sr. 

Life, including many qf«,Ms 

Letters. By Robert Carrutbers. 
With numerous IHustrations^ 5r. 
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POXJSHKIN'S Pioae Tolee: Tke 

Captain’s Daughter — Doubrovsky 
— The Queen of Spades — An 
Amateur Peasant Girl — The Shot 
— The Snow Storm — The Post- 
master — The Coffin Maker — 
^rdjali — The Egyptian Nights— 
Peter the Great’s Negro, Trans- 
lated by T. Keane. 3 j (ni. 

FHSj SCOTT’S Gonquoat ol 
, Mexloo. Copyright edition, with 
the notes John Foster Kirk, 
and an introduction by G. P. 
Winship. 3 vols. 3r. bjT. each. 

— Conquest of Peru Copyright 
edition, with the notes of John 
Foster Kirk. 2 vols^ y. 6d each. 

- Reign of Ferdinand and | 
Isabella. Copyright edition, 
with the notes of John Foster 
Kirk. 3 3 '^* each. 

PROPRRTIUS Translated by 
Rev. P. J, F. Gantillon, M A., 
and accompanied by Poetical 
Versions, from various sources. 
3.r. 6 d, 

PROVERBS, Handbook of. Con- 
taining an entire Republication 
of Ray’s Collection of English 
Proverbs, with his additions from 
Foreto Languages and a com- 
plete Alphabetical Index; in which 
are introduced large additions as 
well of Proverbs as of Sayings, 
Sentences, Maxims, and Phrases, 
collected by H. G. Bohn. 5r. 

lOQTERJ AND PORCELAIN, 
and oAer Objects of Vertu. Com- 
prisiiK an Illustrated Catalogue of 
the Bernal Collection of Works 
of Art* with the prices at which 
they were lold vy auction, and 
names of the ponesson. To which 

* are adddi, tm Introductory Lecture 
on Potiftxy and Porcelain, and an 
Bngraved List of all the known 
Marks and Monograms. By Henry 
With numerous Wood 
Engravings, 5 j. ; or with Coloured 
IllttstiatioDS, lor. 6d, 


PROITT’^P {Father) Rellques. Col- 
lected and arranged by Rev. F. 

• Mahony. New issue, with 21 
Etchings by D. Maclise, K.A« 
Nearly 6oo pages. 5r. 

QUINTILIAN’S IzutttutoS of 
Oratory, or Education^ of aa 
Orator. Translated by the Rev. 
J. S Watson, M-A. 2 vols* Sr. 
each. 

R.^OIN£’S (Jean) Dramatlo 
Works. A metrical English ver- 
sion. By R. Bruce Boswell, M. A* 
Gxon. 2 vols. y. 6d, each* 

RANKE’S History of the Popeh, 
during the List FoL.r Centuries. 
Translated by E Foster. 

P^oster’s ti.ans]ation revised, 
considerable additions, by G. R. 
Dennis, B A 3 vols. 6ci. each. 

History of Servia and the 

Servian RevolutloxL With an 
Account of the Insurrection in 
Bosnia. Translated by Mrs. Kerr. 
3 j . 6d. 

RECREATIONS InSHOOTJNa. 
By ‘ Craven.* With 62 Engravings 
on Wood after Harvey, and <> 
Engravings on Steel, chiefly after 
A. Cooper, R.A. $s. 

RENNIE’S Inaeot Aroblteotnreb 
Revised and enlarged by Rev^ 
G. Wood, M.A. With 1S6 
oodcut Illustrations. 51. 

«RETNOLD 3 ’ (Sir J.) UtmOT 
Works. Edited by 11 . W.Beechy. 

2 vols. 3r. 6d, each. 

RICAi^DO on the IPrlnolpM of 
PoUUoal Economy and Toxn- 
tlon. Edited by E. C* K. Gkumer* 
M.A. 5^. 

RICHTER (Joan Paul Friodrloh). 
Levana, a Treatise on EducatiOht 
together with the AutOMogtej^l^ 
(a Fragment), and a shon fte*' 
&tory Memoir. 3s, 6d» * 
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RICHTSR (Jean Paul F^iedrioh). 
Slower, Fruit, ana Thom 
Pleoea^or the Wedded life, Deat^, 
and Marriage of Firmian Stanis- 
laus Siebenkaesyc Parish Advocate 

' in the Parish of Kuhschnapptel. 
Newly translated by Lt. -Col. Alex. 
Ewiug. 3f. td. 

ROdlER DE HOVEBEN’S An- 
nalB of Engllah History, com- 
prising the History of England 
and of other Countries of Eufope 
from A,D. 733 to A. D. 1201. 
Translated by H. T. Riley, M.A. 
a vols. 5r. each. , 

ROGER OP WENDOVER’S 
Flowers of History, comprising 
the History of England from the 

^SPescent of the Saxons to a.d. 
N35, formerly ascribed to Matthew 
Paris. Translated by J. A. Giles, 
D.C.L. 2 vols. 5r. each. 

[ VoL IL out 0/ print. 

ROME In the NINETEENTH 
OENTXJRY. Containing a com- 
plete Account of the Ruins of the 
Ancient City, the Remains of the 
Middle Ages, and the Monuments 
of Modem Times. By C. A. Eaton. 
With 34 Steel Engravings. 2 vols. 
51. each. 

See Burn. 

ROSCOE’S (W.) Life and FonU- 
floate of X Final edition, 
revised by Thoiiu.s Roscoe. 2 
vols. 3x. 6d. each. 

Life of Lorenao de’ Medlol, 
called *the Magnificent.’ With 
his poems, letters, &c. loch 
Edition, revised, with Memoir of 
Roscoe by his Son. 31. 

RUSSIA. Blfltory of, from the 
earliest Period, compiled from 

, the most authentic sources by 
Walter K. Kelly. With Portraits. 
2 vols. 3r 6d. each. 

SAUUST, FLORU8. and VEL- 

^ LEXUS PATEBOULUS. 
Trans, by J. S. Watson, M.A 5r. 


SCHILLER’S Works. Translated 
by various hands. 7 vols. 3r. 6d, 
each : — 

L— History of the Thirty Years* 
War. 

II. — History of the Revolt in the 

Netherlands, the Tritis of 
Counts Egmont and Horn, 
the Siege of Antwem, and 
the Disturbances in r ranee 
preceding the Reign pf 
Henry IV.^ 

III. — Don Carlos, Mary Stuart, 

Maid of Orleans, Bride of 
Messina, together with the 
Use of the Chorus in 
Tragedy (a short Essay). 

These Dramas are all 
translated in metre. 

IV. — Robbers ( with Schiller’s 

original Preface), Fiesco, 
Love and Intrigue, De- 
metrius, Ghost Seer, Sport 
of Divinity. 

The Dramas in this 
volume are translated into 
Prose. 

V. — Poems. 

VI. — Essays, A^sthelicaland Philo- 
sophical 

VII. — Wallenstein’s Camp, Pic- 
colomini and Death of*^ 
Wallenstein, William Tell. 

SCHILLER and GOETHE. 
Correapondenoe between, from 
A.D. 1794-1805. Translated by 
L. Dora Schmitz. 2 vols. 3^. 
each. t • 

SCHLEGEL’S (F.) Leotc^ 
the PhUoBophy of Lite and the 
Philosophy of Language. Trans- 
lated by the Rev. ‘A. J. W. Mor- 
rison, M.A. 31. 6 dt 

Lectures cm the of 

Literature, Ancient and Modern. 
Translated from theGerman. jS, 6 a, 

Lectures on the ]^oao||»r 

of History. Translated by X B* 
Robertson. 3;* 6 d^ 



Contained in BohtCs Libraries, dl 


SCHLaGBL’S Leotures dh 
Modern History, together w,ith 
the Lectures entitled Cjesar and 
Alexander, and The Beginning of 
our History. Translated by L. 
Purcell and R. H. WTutetock. 

JSsthetlc and Miscellaneous 

Works. Translated by E. J. 
Millington. 31. 6^. 

sShLEGEI^S (AW) Lectures 
on Dramatic Art and Litera- 
ture. Translated by J. Bhck. 
Revised Edition, by the Rev. 
'A. J. W. Morribon, M.A. 3J. td, 

SOHOPENHATTSH^u tb« Four- 
fold Root of the Principle of 
SuJEElolent Reason, and On the 
Will In Nature. Translated by 
Madame Hillebrand. 5;. 

— Essays. Selected and Trans- 
lated. With a Biographical Intio* 
du.:tion and Sketch of his Philo- 
sopb>, by £. Belfort Bax. 5^. 

SOHOUW’S Earth. Plants, and 
Man. Translated by A. Henfrey. 
With coloured Map of the Geo- 
graphy of Plants. 5 t. 

* SOHITMANN (Robert). His Life 
and Works, by August Reissuiann. 
Translated by A. L. Alger. 3J. 6i. 

— ^ Early Letters Originally pub- 
blished his Wife. Translated 

jl'hy May Herbert. With a Preface 
by Stt ^George Grove, D.C.L. 

» 3^-f- 

SENECA on Benefits Newly 
translated by A. Stewart, M.A. 

Mlifbir Essays and On Olem- 

enoy. ^Translated by A. Stewart, 
M.A. SJ. 

ABAHB8PEARE DOCU- 
ibSNTS. Arranged by D. H. 
Lambert, B.A. 3x. 6d. 


SEaebspeaREB Dramatto 
Art The History and Character 

• of Shakespeare’s Plays. By Dr. 
Hermann Ulncu Translated by 
I4. Dora Schnrfts. a vols. 
each. 

SHAKESPEARE (WlUlVU). A 
Literary Biography -by Karl Else, 

Ph T) , LL.D. Translated by 
L. Dora Schmitz. 51. 

SBG&ltPB (S) The ElatoiT of 
Sfiypt. from thf^ Earliest Times 
till the Conquest by the Arabs, 
AD. 640. By Samuel Sharpe. 

2 M.ipa and upwards of 400 Illus- 
trative Woodcuts. 2 vols. 5r. each. 

SHERIDAN’S Dramatic Worka^,«r. 
Complete. With Life by G. oT 
31. 6 d, 

SlSMONDrS History of the 
Literature of the South 01 
Europe. Translated by Thomas 
Koscoe. 2 vols. 3x, each. 

SMITHS Synonyms and An- 
tonyms, or Kindred Words and 
their Opposites. Revised Edi- 
tion. 5x. 

Synonyms Discriminated. 

A Dictionary of Synonymous 
Words in the English Language, 
showing the Accurate significaUCin 
of words of bimilar meaning. 
Edited by«the Rev H. Percy 
Smith, M.A. 6 s. 

• SMITH’S (Adam) The Wealth of 
NatloDJi. Edited by E. Belfort 
Bax, 2 vols. 3J. 6a. each. 

Theory of Moral SenttmeAta. 

Wifti a Memoir of the Author by 
Dugald Stewart, 35. 6 d, 

SMTTH’S (Professor) Lecture! 
on Modem History. 2 tob. 
3r. 6 d, each. ^ 

Leetuxea on the SYe&oh< 

Revolution. 2 vols. yx.fidf. eadCu 

[ Val. /. 0 ui ef prints 
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SlC^TH'9 ( Fye ) Q«cjogy and 
Sorlpture. and Edition 5 ^. 

SMOLLICTT^S Adventuraa 01 
Boderick Random. With short 
Memoir and Bibliography, and 
Ciuiksbank’s Illustrations. 31. 6^. 

— Mventurea of Peregrine 
Plokle, With Bibliography and 
Cniikshank’s Illustrations. 2 vols. 
3r. hd. each. 

— The Expedition of H&ci- 
phry Clinker With Bibliography 
and CruikshankN Illustrations. 
3 J. 

SOCRATES (Bumamed ^Soholas- 
ilouB’). The Ecoloslastloal H1b< 
n, tory of (A. D. 305-445). Translated 
the Greek, ^s. 

SOPHOCLES, The Tragedies ol 
A New Prose Translation, with 
Memoir, Notes, &c., by E. P. 
Coleridge, M A. 5^. 


STAUNTON’S ObeBi -pifl^ywr’B 
Handbook. 

Chess Praxis. A Supplement 

to the Chess-player’s Handbook. 
SJ- 

Chess-player’s Compatlon. 

Comprising a Treatise on Odds, 
Collection of Match Games^ and 
a Selection of Original Problems. 

Chess Tournament of 1851 . 

Lth Introduction and Notes, ^s, 

STOCKHARDT’S Experimental 
Chemistry Edited by C. W. 
Heaton, F.C.S. 5J. 

STOWE (Mrs H B.) Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin Illustrated. 31. 6d, 

STRABO’S Geography. Trans- 
lated by W. Falconer, M.A., 
and H. C. Hamilton. 3 vols. 
5 j. each. 


SOUTHEY’S Life of Nelson 
With Portraits, Plans, and up- 
wards of 50 Engravings on Steel 
and Wood. 5 j. 

— lilfo of Wesley, and the Rise 
and Progress of Methodism. 5^. 

Bobeort Southey The Story 

of his Life written in his letters. 
Edited by John Dennis. 3J. 6d. 

SOZOMEN'S EooleslasUoal His- 
iory. Translated from the Greek. 
Together with the Erci.BSiASTi- 
CAL History of Philostor- 
oius, as epitomised by Photius. 
Translated by Rev. E. Walford, 
M.A. 5*. c 

SPIKOZA’S Chief Works. Trans- 
lated, wtthlntrodoction,by R.H.M. 
£lwe8. a vols. Ss, ea^ 


STRICKLAND’S (Agnes) Lives 
of the Queens of Engla^, from 
the Norman Conquest. Revised 
Edition. With 6 Poctraits. 6 vols. 
5r. each. 

Life of Mary Queen of Scota.*, 

2 vols. 5x. each. 

Lives of the Tudor and Stuart 

Princesses. With Portraits* 5^. 

STUART and REVETT’S Anj^- 
quitlea of Athens, and othv' 
Monuments of Greece. AVith 71 
Plates engraved on Steel, 
numerous Woodcut Capitsla* $si 

SUETONIUS’ Llveeof theTMve 
Osssars and lUves of the ChMm- 
marlans. Thomson^sKcansladon, 
revised by T- Forester.^ 5x. 


l^TANZJBY’S Classified Synopsis 
qf the Pttoclpal PainteEn of the 
« Datoh and Elemlsh SoIiooIb 
» Bjr George Stanley. 5x. 


SWIFT’S Prose Works. Edited 
by Temple SeotL With 
graphical Introduction by the &ht 
Hon. W. £. H. Uttkf, U-V. 



Contained in Bohn's Libraries, 

r 


With Portraits and Facsiikilleii. 
12 vols. 5r. each. 

!• — A Tale of a Tub, The Battle 
of the Books, and other 
early works. Edited by 
Temple Scott. With a 
^ Biographical Introduction 

by W. E. H. Lecky. 

11 .— The Journal to Stella. Edited 
by Frederick Ryland,M A 

^ With 2 Portraits and Fac- ! 

* simile. 

IH.& IV. — Writings on Religion and 
the Church. 

V. — Historical and Political 

^ Tracis (English). 

VI. — The Drapier’s Letters. 

With facsiaiiles of Wood’s 
Coinage, \c. 

\II. — Historical and Political 
Tracts (Irish). 

VIII.— Gulliver’s Travels. Edibd 
by G. R. Denni'?, B A 
With Portrait aud Maps, 

IX.— Contributions to Periodicals. 

X.— Historical Writings. 

XI.— Literary £s>says. 

XU.— FuU Index and Biblio- 
graphy, with I ssayt, on 
uie Portraits of Swift by 
bir Frederick I alkiner, 
and on the Relations be- 
ween Swift and Stella, 
by the \ery Rev Lean 
Bernard 

TACITUS. The Works of. Dtcr- 
ally translated. 2 vols. 5r. each 

#^ASS<)’8 Jamsalem Dellyered., 
TraSislated into English Spenserian 
Verse by J. H. WiflFen. With 8 
iSgravings on Steel and 24 Wood- 
cuts by Thurston. 5r. 

TAYIiOtPS (Bishop Jeremy) 
HOly^Llylsg and Dying. 3^. td, 

TJilT SBINS.— Brink. 

VXBBNOB Bad PHADBUS. 

(•ViUteridly translated by H. T. Riley, 
Id. A. To which is added. Smart’s 
Metrical Version of Phsedtus. 5/. 


n 


THE^BITUS. BION, H 08 -* 
CHiA, and TYBTiiBTJS. Liters 

• ally translated by the Rev« J. 
Banks, M.A. To which are ap- 
pended the Metrical Versions of 
Chapman, s^ 

THSQDOBBT and EVAGBItrA 
Histones of the Churciftrom A.D» 
332 to A D. 427 ; and from A.D* 
431 to A.D. 544. Translated. 5/. 

OIHIEBRY’S History of tho 
Conquest of England by the 
Normans Translated by Wil* 
ham Hazlitt, 2 vols. 31. 6dL each* 

• 

THUCYDIDES The Pelopon- 
nesian War Literally translated 
by the Rtv. 11 . Dale. 2 vols. 
p, 6 d. each. v ** 

An Analysis and Bwatkoxf 

of. By J.T. Wheeler. 5* 

THUDICHUM(J L w.)ATrea*^ 
Use on Wines. Illustrated, 5A 

URE S (Dr A ) Cotton ManuitiMi* 
tore of Great Britain. Edited' 
by P L. Simmonds. 2 vols. $1; 
each. 

PhUosophyoflylhmiftioturaB 

Edited by P. L. Simmonds. yr, fkt* 

VASARI’S Lives of the xnoiHt 
Eminent Painters, SoulptOMi 
Euid ArchlteotB. Translated hy 
Mrs. J ^ter, with a Comment 
ury by J. P. Richter, Ph,D, 6 ^ 
vols. jr. 6 d, each. 

VIRGIL. A Literal Prose Trias« 
lation by A. Hamilton £ryoe» 
LL D. With Portrait 3^. 

VGi*TAIRE’8 Talea, Tsaoslated 
by R. B. Boswell. ContalaUtt 
Bebouc, Memnon, Gandide, 
g^nu, and other Tales. 3^* 

WALTOirS OomptetB 

Edited by Edward Jesse* 

Portrait and 203 £ngiayind;l 
Wood and 26 EngrawhiSSf tgf 
Steel. 5 j. 
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WALTON’S Lives ofi^onne, 
Hooker, &o. New Edition re- 
vised by A. H Bullen, with a« 
Memoir of Izask Walton by Wm. 
Dowling. With aumerous Illus- 
trations. 5^. 

WELLINGTON, Life of. By ‘An 
Old Soldier.' From the materials 
of Maxwell. With Index and i8 
S e^l Engravings. 51. 

Vlotorles of. See Maxwell. 

WEENEK’S Templars in 

j Cyprus. Translated by E. A. M. 
Lewis. 35. 6<f. * 

WESTROPP (H. M.) A Hand- 
book of Arohseology, Egyptian, 

** Greek, Etruscan, Roman. Illus- 
traVd. Sj. 

WHEATLEY'S A Rational lUus- 
tratlon of the Book of Common 
Frayor. 31. 6</. 

WHITE’S Natural History ox 
Sdbome. With Notes by Sir 
William Jardine. Edited by Ed- 
ward Jesse. With 40 Portraits 
and coloured Plates. 5r. 


T 

WCESELER’S Gbronologioal 
Synopsis of the Four Gospdji. 
Translated by the Rev. C^on 
Venables. 3J. 6 d, 

WILLIAMofMALMESBURY’S 
Chronicle of the Rings of Eim- 
land Translated by the Rev. j. 
Sharpe. Edited by J. A. Giles, 
D.C.L. 5f. 

XENOPHON’S Works. Trans- 
laicd by the Rev. J. S. Watsony' 
M.A., and the Rev. fl. Dale. In 
3 vols. $5, each. 

YOUNG (Arthur). Travds in 
France during the years 1787 ^ 
1788 , and 1789 . Edited by 
M. Betham Edwards. 3x. 6 d, 

Tour In Ireland, with 

General Observations on the state 
of the country during the years 
1776 - 79. Edited by A. W. 
llutton. With Complete Biblio- 
graphy by J. P, Anderson, and 
Map. 2 vols. 31. 6 d, each. 

YULE-TIDE STORIES. A Col- 
lection of Scandinavian and North- 
German Popular Tales and Tra- 
ditions. Edited byB. Thorpe. 5r. 


BOHN’S LIBRARIES. 

A SPECIAL OFFER. 

MESSRS. BELL have i^ade arrangements to supply selections 
of 100 or 50 volumes from these famous Libraries, for J^ti iis, or 
6 f. net respectively. The volumes may be selected <Jithout 
restriction from the full List of the Libraries, now numbering 
vflM^rly 800 volumes. 

WRITE TOR FUIL PARTICULARS, 



THE YORK LIBRARY: 

A NEW SERIES OF feEPRINTS <JN THIN PAPER. 

spcdally designed title pc^s, bindings ani endpapers, 

Fcap. 8vo. in cloth, 2s. net; 

In leather, 3s. net» 

‘ The York Library is noticeable by reason of the wisdom dbd intelU* 
gence displayed in the choice of unhackneyed classics ... A most 
attractive senes of reprints. . . . The size and style of the volumes are 
•^xactly what they should be .* — BoOr i»ian. 

• 

The fallowing volumes at e m w ready : 

CHARLOTTE RRONTE’S JANE EYRE 

.BURNEY’S EyELINA. Edit« 3 , with an Introduction and 
Notes, by Annie Raine Li lis 

BURNEY’S CECILIA. Edited by Annie Raine Ellis. 2 vols. 
BURTON’S ANATOMY OF MELANCHOLY. Edited by the 

Rev A R Shilieio, M A., with Introduction by A H. Bullkn.^ vols. 

BURTON’S (SIR RICHARD) PILGRIMAGE TO AL'- 
MADINAH AND MECCAH With Introduction by Stanley LANS- 
PoOLh, 2 vols. 

CALVERLEY. THE IDYLLS OF THEOCRITUS, with the. 

Eclogues of Virgil. IransUtfd into I ngli^h Vetse by C S CALVERLEY* 
With dn Introduction by R Y IVKRtuL, Litt D 

CERVANTES’ DON QUIXOTE. Mottfux’s Translation, re- 
vised With Lockhart’s Life and Notes a vols. 

CLASSIC TALES - Johnson’s Rassllas, Goldsmith’s Vicar 
or Wakeheld, Sierne’s Sentimental Journey, Wali^LR*V 
Castle Oi- Otranto With Introduction by C. S. Fkarlnsuoe, M.A* 

COLERIDGE’S AIDS TO REFLECTION, and the Confessions 

of an Inquinng Spirit. 

COLERIDGE’S FRIEND. A senes of Essays on Morals, 

Politics, and Religion. 

COLERIDGE’S TABLE TALK AND oSiNIANA. ArHU»ge4 
and Edited by T. Ashe, BA J 

*COl.BRIDGE’S LECTURED AND NOTES ON SHAKE.|. 
SPEARE, and other English Poets. Ii.dited by T. Ashe, B A. ' , 

DftAPER’S HISTORY OF THE INTELLECTUAL 

VELOPMENT OF EUROPE, a vols. " 

EBERS-AN EGYPTIAN PRINCESS. Translated by E, Sm 

BUCHHEIM, < * 

GEOjkGE ELIOT’S ADAM BEDE. ^ , 

EMERSON’S WORKS. A new edition in 5 volumes, with t;h 4 

Text edited and collated by G eorge Sampson . ^ d 

J-IELDING’S TOM JONES (2 vols.), AMELIA (i vol), JOSEtM 

ANDREWS (I vol.). - 

GASKELL’S SYLVIA’S LOVERS. 



The York Library— 

GESTA ROMANORUM, or EntertaViing Moral Stories in- 
vented by the Monks rTranslated frodi the Latin by the Rev Charles 
Swan Revised edition, by Wynnard Hooper M A 

GOETHFS FAUST Translated by Anna Swanwick, LLD 
Revised edition, with an Introduction and Bibliography by Karl Breul, 
LiitD , Ph D 

GOETHE’S POETRY AND TRUTH FROM MY OWN LlJfE 
rransHled by M SrEHF Smith with Introduction and Bibliography by 
KaRIoHk>ui , Litt I> 

HAWTHORNE’S TRANSFORMATION ( The Marble Faun). 

HOOPER’S WATERLOO THE DOWNFALL OF THE 

FIRST NAPOI LON With^Mips and Plans • 

IRVING’S SKETCH BOOK " 

IRVING’S BRACEBRIDGE HALL, OR THE HUMOURISTS 
JAMESON’S SHAKESPEARE’S HEROINES 
LAMB’S ESSAYS Including the Essays ot Elia, Last Essays 
of Elii, and Khana ^ 

MARCUS AURELIUS ANTONINUS, THE THOUGHTS 
Translated by Georgf Long, M A With an Essay on Marcus 
^relius by Matihlw Aknoi d 

MARRYAT’S MR MIDSHIPMAN EASY With 8 Illiistra- 

tntions I vol FFTER blMPLl* With 8 Illustrations i vol 

MIGNET’S HISTORY OF THE FRENCH REVOLUTION, 

from 1789 to 1814 

MONTAIGNE’S ESSAYS Cotton’s tianslation Revised by 

W C. Hazliit 3 vols 

MOTLEY’S RISE OF THE DUTCH REPUBLIC. With a 
Biographical Introduction by Moncurk D Conway. 3 vols 
PASCAL’S THOUGHTS. Translated from the Text of M 
Auguste Mounikr by C Kegan Paul Third edition 

PLUTARCH’S LIVES Translated, with Notes and a Life by 
^ Aubrey Stewart, M a., and George Long, M A 4 vols 

RANKE’S HISTORY OF THE POPES, dunng the Last Four 

Centuries. Mrs Foster s translation Revised by G R Dennis 3 vols 

^IWIFT’S GULLIVER’S TRAVELS Edited, with Introduction 

and Notes, by G R Dennis, with facsimiles of the original illustrations 

SWIFT’S JOURNAL TO STELLA. Edited, with Introduction 

•nd Notes, by F Rtcand, M A 

tROLLOPE’S BARSETSHIRE NOVELS —THE WARDEN 
(X vol), BARCHEbTER TOWERS (i vol), DR THORNE fi vol ), 
, KRAMLeY parsonage |i vol ), SMALL HOUSE AT ALLINQ. 

- TON (a vols ), LAST CHRONICLE Oi BARSET (a vols ). 

VOJLTAIRE'S ZADIG AND OTHER TALES. TranslaC^ by 

^ fiL Bruce Boswell 

iTOTHUR YOUNG’S TRAVELS IN FRANCE, during the 
178^ rySa. and 1789^ Edited with Introduotion and Notes, V Mi 
BsTkAM Edwards. 

■« Other Volumes are in Preparationx 



. MAiSTERS 

OF. 

LITERATU'RE 

Crown 8zo. 3^ 6^/. no^. 


This Sciics aims at giving in a handy volume the 

fiflest passages from the wiitings of the greatest authors, 

* 

Each volume is edited by a well-known scholar, and 
contains representative selections connected by editorial 
comments. The Editor also contributes a lengthy 
Introduction, biographical and literary. A Portrait 
will be included in each volume 


jFVrr/ List of Volumes ; 

SCOTT. By Professor A. J. Grant. 
THACKERAY. By G. K. CnESTERfON. 
FIELDING. By Professor Siinisbury. 
•CARLYLE. By th^ Rev. A. W. Evans. 
DEFOE. By John Masm-ield. 
tyCKENS. By Thomas^Seccombe, 

, DE QUINCEY. By Sidney Low. 

‘ EMERSON. By G. H. Perris. 
HAZLITT. By E. V. Lucas. 

STERNE. By Dr. Sid.vey Lee 



BEU’S HANDBOOKS 

THE great masters 

IN FAULTING AND SCULPTURE. 

Edited by G. C. WILLIAMSON, Litt.D. 

NEW AND CHEAPER REISSUE. 

Post 8vo. With 40 Illustrations and Photogravure Frontispiece. 31. 6d. net each. 


The follorjnng Volumes have Icen issued 
BOTTICELLI. By A. Streeter. 2nd Edition. 

BRUNELLESCHI. By Leader Scott. 

CORREGGIO. By Selwyn BiAntov, M A. 2nd Edition. 

CARLO CRIVELLI. By G. McNeil Rushforth, M.A. 

DELLA ROBBIA. By the Marchesa Burlamac(!mi. 2nd Edition. 
ANDREA DEL SARTO. By H. Guinness. 2nd Edition. 
DOHATELLO. By Hope Rea. 2nd Edition 
GERARD DOU. By Dr. W. Martin. Translated by Clara Bell. 
CAUDENZIO FERRARI. By Ethel Halsfy. 

FRANCIA. By George C. Williamson, Litt.D. 

GIORGIONE. By Herbert Cook, M.A. 

GIOTTO. By F. Mason Perkins. 

FRANS HALS. By Gerald S. Davies, M.A. 

BERNARDINO LUINL By George C. Williamson, Litt.D. 3rd Edition. 
LEONARDO DA VINCI. By Edward McCurdy, M A. 

MANTEGNA. By Maud Cruttwell. 

MEMLINC. By W. H. James Weale. ^ 

MICHEL ANGELO. By Lord Ronald Sutherland Gower, MA., 
F.S.A. 

PERUGINO. By G C. Williamson, Litt.D. 2nd Edition. 

PIERO DELLA FRANCESCA. By W. G. Waters, M.A. 
PtNTORICCHIO. By Evelyn March Phillipps. 

RAPHAEL. By H. Strachsy. 2nji Edition. 

REMBRANDT. By Malcolm Bell. 2nd Edition. 

RUBENS. By Hope Rea. 

X^UCA SIGNORELZJ. By Maud Cruttwell. 2nd Edition. 

SODOMA. By the CoNTSSSiAoRSNZO Priuli>Bon. « 

^ tlNTORETTO. By J. B. Stoughton Holborn, M.A. 

<»VAN DVCK. By Lionel Cust, M.V.O., F.S A. 

VRLASQUEZ. By R. A. M. Stevenson. 3rd Edition. 

*:WATTEAU. By Edgcumbe Staley, B.A. 

;^^LKIS. By Lord Ronald Sutherland Gower, M.A., F.S. A. 

Write far Ilhitira^ed Pro^fectusn 
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Kaw Edition!, fcap. 8 to. 2i. 6d. each nat. 

THE ALDINE EDITION 

or THS 

BRITISH POETS. 

'This ezoellent eclition of the fingliih olassios. mih their oomplete teicti and 
K^olarly introdnctions, are eomethuir reiy ctitferent from the cheap Tolmnes of 
ex^lacta which ^e jnst now bo much too commonl'^-St. JoniM'i Qa4i§tt9, 

* Aji excellent aenotf. Small, handy, aud complete.*— Saturday Bevievo 


B&ke. Edited by W. M. BoBBotti. 

Biuma. Edited by (f, A. Aitken. 
StoIb. 

Butler. Edited by B. B. Johnson. 
2 Tola. 

Campbell. Edited ^ His Son- 
in-law, the Rot. A. W, Hill. With 
Memoir by W. Albngham. 

Gbatterton. Edited by the Bey. 
W. W. Skeat. MJL 2 roli. 

Ohauoer Edited by Dr. B. Morris, 
with Memoir by Sir H Hioolae. 6 role. 

COiurobUil. Edited by Jas. Hannay. 
2to]b. 

Coleridge Edited by T. Asbe, 
^ B.A 2to1«. 

ColUna. Edited by W. Moy 
Th<niuiB* 

Oowper. Edited by John Bruoe, 
V.B A 3 toIb. 

Dryden. Edited by the Bev. B. 

MA. AtoIs. 

ooldjROltf. Bevlsed Edition by 
Aaatin Dobson. With Portrait, 

^ray.^ Edited by J. Bradshaw, 

DlkD. 

Herbert. Edited by the Bey. A. B. 
Ovoaart. 

HerrlolL Edited by George 
Saintsbu^. 2 toIb. 

Xeate. Edited by ibe late Lord 
^^^Songhton. 

l&flte White. Edited, with a 
Memoir, by Sir H. Niooi&s- 


Milton Edited by Dr. Bradshaw. 

2 TOlfl. 

Parnell. Edited by G. A. Aitkea, 
Pope. Edited by G. B. Denaif. 

With Memoir by John Dennu. 8 'Xls* 

Prior. Edited by B. B. JohaBoa, 

2to1b. 

Raleigh and Wotton. With Be* 

lectiouB from the WritingB of ol^er 
OOURTLY POETS from 1540 to 1650* 
Edited by Yen. Archdeacon Baanah. 
D.aL. 

Rogers. Edited by Edward BeUt 
M.A. 

Scott. Edited by John Dennie. 

5to1b. 

Shakespeare’e Poems. Edited by 
Ber, A. Dyoe. 

Shelley. Edited by H. Button 

Forman. 6 toIb. 

Spenser. Edited by J. Payne Ool* 

her. 6 toIb. 

Surrey. Edited by J. Teowell. 
Swift Edited by the Ber. J* 

Mitford. 8 volB. 

Thomson. Edited by the Bev* D^ 
G. T^ey. 2 toIb. 

Vaughan. Saored Poems and 

Fiona EUmnlationf. Edited by the 
Rev, H.Xiyte. 

Wordsworth. Edited by Prot« 
Dowden. 7 vola. 

Wyatt. Edited by J. Teowell. 
Young 2 vols. Edited by the 

Rev J Y*if-td. 



THS ALL -ENGLAND SERIES. 

HANDBOOKS OP ATHLETIC GAMES. ' 

' The best IsBtrnctiQn on (fhtnos end sport/by the best aathorities, at thaloi^t 
lirlo6i.*--Oi(ford Mayesins 

Small 8vo doth, filnstrated. Price Is each. 


Orloket. ByFRi^DC Hot t and. 
Oilaiket By thee Hon. and Ber. 
E, LmuiTov, 

Croquet By Lioat-Col. the Hon. 
H. 0 Nbedhah. 

Lawn 'Tennis By H W. W. 

WlTBXBVoacx With a ihaptor for 
Ladies, by Hrs. Hilxtab.d 
Squash Tennis By Ettsiacb H. 

Hxiab Double vol 2a ^ 

Tennis and Raohets and Fives 
By JvLXAB HlBSXtALL, Maioi J rsira, 
audBev J. A Axkast Iait 
Golf By H S. C Eyeil^d 

Double Tol 2^ 

Bowing and SouUlng By Guv 
Eucov 

Bowing and SoulUng By W. B. 

WOODQATE. 

Safltng ByE.F.ENioHT.dbl Yol 2t. 
Swimming By Martin and J. 
Bacbtkb Oobrrtt. 

Camping out By A. A. Macdon- 

ILL Double YOl 2s. 

Canoeing. By Hr. J. B. Hatwabd. 
Double yoL 2$ 

Mountaineering. By Dr. Olaudb 
WxLBOS Double Yof 2s 

Athletlos. By H, H. Gbiftin. 
Biding. By W. A. Ebbb, F.O. 
Double yoL 2s. 

Ladies^ Bldtaig ByW.AEBaB,YC. 
Boxtna. ByB G Allanson-Wxnn. 
With PreCatory Note by Bat MuUins. 


Fencing. By H. A. ColmobbDunn. 
Cycling ByH.H.GBiniN»L A.O., 
N 0 U , 0 T 0 With a Chapter for 
Ladies, by Atisa Aearia Wo6i>. Doable 
vol 2b ^ 

Wrestling By Walter Abk- 
STUOHO New Edition. 

Broadsword and Singlestick. 
ByE G. ALi.AUBOH^WunraudO.FHiii- 

LippB WOLLBT. 4 * 

Gymnastics By A. F. Jbnkin. 
Double vol. 2s 

I Gymnastic Competition and Dls- 
I play Ezerdses. Compiled by 

F Guap I, 

I Indian Clubs By G T. B. Cob- 

BKTT and M F Jbnkix 

Dumb bells By F Gbav. 
Football — Rugby Game. By 
Hakkt Vabsall 

Football— AsBociatlon Gkune By 
0. W. Alooox. Revised Editiou. 
Hookey By F. S. Obbswell. 

Now ]^iiion 

Skating By DouaLis Adahb. 

With a Chapter for Ladies, by Miss L. 
Cheethax, and a Chapter on Bpeed 
Skatluff , by a Fen Skater. Dbh yoi 2s. 
Baseball By Nbwton Obanb. 
Rounders, Fieldball, Bowls, 
Quoits, Curling, Skittles, Ac 
By J M Waxseb and 0> 0 Mott 

Danolng By Bdwabo Boon, 

Double vlI. 28 


THE CLUB SERIES OP CARD AND TABLE GAMES 
*Ro weU regulated dub or oountry house should be without this useful senes pf 
boohs 01d>s* Smalt 8yo. cloth. Illustrated Pnoe Is each 


Bridge By* Templar.’ 

Wblst ByDr.Wv. Poiji,F.aS. 
SoloY^tdat ByRoBKBTF.GBBBN. 
Billiards By Major-Gen. A. W. 
DsATSOir. y.BJLS With a Prefaoe 
byW.J.Pedl. _ 

BSite on Billiards By^. F. 
BpcaAVAV. Double vol 28 

By Bobbbt F. Green. 
The Two-Move Chess Problem, 
By A G Laws. ^ ^ 

Chase Openiiigs Bv t Gun 8 beb«. 
3 >iBu^t 8 and Backgammon. 

waiiJBT.* 

Mrenl and Go Bang 
By *BFKKRLK'r.^ 


Dominoes and Solitaire. 

By * BXBEXI.ST * ^ 

Beilque and Orfbbage. * 

By * Btxxxlxt.' 

&oiirt6 and Euchre. ' 
By*BemaxEt ' 

Piquet and Rubleon^Plquetr 
By ' BBassLET.* 

Skat. By Loins DnsL.* 

%« A SkM Seoring-bookf Is. 

Round Gameg, Inoluding Peler^ 
Napcdiion, Loo, Ytngt^un, By 
BaEM Wrat. 

Parlour and Playground GbAmm, 
By Mrs, Laurevok OCMva, 



BELL’S CATHEDRAL SERIES. 

Pro^usefy liJusiratedt^cht^s crown 8vg. u. 6d, net cach^ 

ENGLISH CATHEDRALS. An Itinerary and Davription, Compiled by JamsS G* 
GiLCtfXjsri A.M , M.D. Revised and edited with an Inlrodaction on Cathodntf^ 
Architecture by the Kev. T. Pekkins, M.Af, F.R..\.S. 

BANGOR. By P. B. Ironside Bay. 

BRISTOL. By H. J. L. J MawA. M A. • 

CANTERBURY. By Hartley WiniEHS. 5th Edition. 

• CARLISLE. By C. King Kley. 

CHESTER. By Charles Hiatt 3rd Edition. 

CHICHESTER. By H C. CoRicriF, A.R I B.A. ?nd Eilitjon. 

DURHAM. ByJ £. Bygate, A.R.C.A. 3rd Edition. 

ELY. By Rev W. D. Sweeting, M. \ ‘id Fomon 
EXETER. By Percy Addlbsiiaw, B A. *and Edition, revised. 

GLOUC]* TER. By H. J. L. J. MassA, M. A ^rd Edition. 

HEREFORD. By A Hhom Fismfr, A R E. and Edition, revised, 

LICHFIELD. By A B. Ciifton. and Edition. 

LINCOLN By A. F. Kbndrtck, R ftd Edition. 

LLANDAFF. By E C. Morgan Win mo n, A R.I B.A. 

MANCHESTER. Jy Rev.T. Perkins, M.A. 

NORWICH. By C. H. B. Quenneli . and Edition. 

OXFORD. By Rev. Percy Dbarmer, M.A. and Edition, reviicd. 
PETERBOROUGH By Rev. W. D. Sweeting, and Edition, revised. 

RIPON. By Cecil H ku ett, B A. 

ROCHESTER.. By G. H. Palmer, B.A. and Edition, revised. 

ST. ALBANS. By Rev T. Pericins, M.A. 

ST. ASAPH. By P. B Ironside Bax 

ST. DAVID’S. By Philip Robson, A.R.I.B A. 

ST. PATRICK’S, DUBLIN. By Rev. J. H. Bernard, M A., D.D. and EdUiOtt. 
ST. PAUL’S. By Rev. Arthur Dimock, M A, 3rd Edition, revised. 

ST. SAVIOUR’S, SOUTHWARK. By George Worlev. 

SALISBURY. By GLEB'toN White. 3rd Edition, revised. 

SOUTHWELL. By Rev. Arthur Dimock, M.A. and Edition, revised. 

WELLS. By Rev. Percy Drarmsr, M.A. 3rd Edition. 

WINCHESTER. By P. W. Sergeant. 3rd Edition. 

WORCESTER. By E. F. Strange, and Edition. 

YORK. By A. Clutton-Brock, M.A, 3rd Edition. 


Umform with ah(/v$ Stritt, Now roady. ix. M. not lach, 

ST. MARTIN’S CHURCH, CANTERBURY. By the Rev. Canon RotmLEi»tt„, 
F.S.A. • 

BEVERLEY MINSTER. By Charles Hiaty. 

WIMBORNE MINSTER and CHRISTCHURCH PRIORY. By the Rw. T. 

iSSftESB^^IiY^ABBEy AND DEERHUR«T PRIORY. By H. J. L. J. MjkSgi, MtX 
BA'TH ABEEY, MAIiMSSBURY ABBEY, and BRADFORD-ON-AVON CHtlROE* 
By Rev. T. Perkin^ M.A. 

WI&STMINSTER ABBEY. By Charles Hiatt. 

•THE TEMPLE CHURCH. By George Worley. 

S'r. BARTHOLOMEW’S, SMI’THFIELD. By Gi*rce Worley. 

DRD-ON^AVOW CHURCH. By Harold Baker. 


STRATFOB 


BBLL*5« HANDBOOKS TO CONTINENTAL CHURCfIBS; 

HhutroUd* Crmm Scf^, cl^nk, 2s, 6d. net each, 
AMIENS. By the Rev. T. Perkins, M. A. 

BAVBUX. By the Rev. R. S. Myln^ 

MWARTRES : The Cathedral Rud Othee Churches. By H. /. L. J. MASSi, 

MONT ST. MICHEL. By H. J. L. J. Mass^. M.A. 

PARIS (KOTRB-DAMEV By ChaRlks Hiatt. 

ROUEN : The Cathedral and Other Churches. By the Rev. T. Perkins, M A. 



Seat Practical Worldns Dictionary of the 
Ensliah Lansiias^e. 

WEBSTER’S 
INTERNATIONAL ' 
DICTIONARY. 

2348 PAGES. 5000 ILLUSTRATIONS. 

NEW EDITION, REVISED THROUGHOUT WITH A 
NEW SUPPLEMENT OF 25,000 ADDITIONAL 
WORDS AND PHRASES. 


The Appendices comprise a Pronouncing Gazetteer of the World, 
Vocabularies of Scripture, Greek, Latin, and English Proper Names, 
a Dictionary of the Noted Names of Fiction, a Brief History of the 
English Language, a Dictionary of Foreign Quotations, Words, Phrases,* 
Proverbs, &c., a Biographical Dictionary with 10,000 names, &c., &c. 


Dr. MUBRATi Editot of th« ' Oxford English Dictionary' ' In this its 

latest form, and with its large Supplement and numerous appendices, It is a wonderful 
volume, which well maintains its ground against all rivals on its own lines. The ' defini- 
lions/ or more properl) , ' explanations of meaning ' in ' Webster' have always struck me 
as particularly terse and well-put; and it is hard to see how anything better could bee 
done within the limits ' 

IProfOasor JOSEPH WRIGHT, M.A., Fh.D., D.C.L., LL.D., Editor of 
the ' English Dialect Dictionary' says : — *Tbe new edition of “Webster’s International 
Dictionary ” b undoubtedly the most useful and reliable work of its kind in any country. 
No one who has not exakiined the work carefully would believe that such a vast amount 
of lexicographical information could possibly be found within so small a compass.' 

Rtv. JOSEPH WOOD, D.D., Head Master of Harrow, says ' 1 have alwar^ 
thought very highly of its merits. Inde^, 1 consider it to be far the q[tost acrUla4| 
Koglish Dictionary in existence, and much more reliable than the “Ceotucy.'* For 
daily and hourly reference, “ Webster “ seems to me unrivalled.’ ^ 

Prospectuses, with Prices and Specimen Pages, m Application^ 

WEBSTER'S COLLEQIATE DICTIONaI^Y. 

The Largest and Latest Abridgment of ‘The International.* 
Full particulars on application^ • 


LONDON : GEORGE BELL ^ SONS, YORK HOUSE. 
PORTUGAL STREET, W.C* 

50,000. S. & S. 7.09. 








